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CHAPTER I. 



It is a curious fact, but certain as the 
dog on the Derby day, that in every 
country gathering there will be found 
an individual who gets up at some 
abnormally early hour, and pervades 
the premises inside and out, the horror 
of housemaids, the detestation of grooms 
and gardeners, but who yet assumes a 
certain position and moral superiority 
over the rest of the company, for the 
entire day, on the strength of it. 

With no such intent, but simply 
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because of the beauty of the weather, I 
wander out one morning early, down to 
the river-side. The way lies through 
a shrubbery of gigantic hollies, some of 
which tower full seventy feet high. 
Already they have donned their warm 
winter garment of scarlet berries, and 
rear themselves like fiery beacons 
against the soft greys of the other 
leafless branches. 

At the foot of the slope stretches 
* the old terrace,' and one treads historic 
ground. It is built on deep round- 
headed arches, in which it is said the 
cavaliers stabled their horses during 
the defence of the palace in the days 
of the civil war ; and in the centre is a 
pillared water gate, giving upon the 
river. The terrace forms three sides of 
a quadrangle, and is gained through an 
avenue of yew, unique in the kingdom, 
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for the size and age of the trees, which 
over-arch until they strike the ground 
a second time, and are matted together 
into a black tunnel of spines. Inside 
the square is an old-fashioned Dutch 
garden, where the shrubs are clipped 
into, fantastic shapes of animals and 
birds. These enclose a walled pool, in 
the centre of which a stone god blows, 
through a moss-grown tryphon, a 
feathery blast into the air. Bedded in 
an angle of the wall, on which the sun 
rests all the day long, and where the 
wild convolvuli and bright creepers 
grow thickest in their season, they show 
you a stone cannon-ball — a relic of the 
siege. 

The harsh scream of a white pea- 
cock, perched upon a broken urn hard 
by, disturbs my reflections, and in some 
way suggests breakfast. Reluctantly I 
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retrace my steps, when through the 
stems in front L perceive a something 
rocking to and fro, and the flutter of a 
veil or scarf, which rises and falls among 
the boughs. It is a swing without 
doubt, and I hurry on ; but when I 
draw near, come to a standstill. There 
is a wide space, which has been cleared ; 
in this are two fine trees, supporting 
between them a big swing ; and in the 
swing — no, it cannot be ; I must be 
dreaming again ; I pinch myself and rub 
my eyes to no purpose ; the vision 
changes not in the smallest detail — in 
the swing sits the Greek patriarch, 
enjoyment of the keenest description 
depicted on his face. He positively 
chuckles with delight as the swing 
sweeps down and mounts again the 
other side. One moment his purple 
stockings form the most noticeable 
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object in the landscape ; at the next, 
his beard and hair, caught in the blast 
as he swoops down, are borne back 
over his shoulders in two long 
streamers, as when they first attracted 
my attention. Now surely he -will stand 
up and sing the sequel to " Ober dere ! " 
I have come from behind, so that as 
yet he has not seen me, and I hesitate 
whether to show myself, or to go for 
the police, for it seems evident he ought 
to be confined ; but remembering that 
there is said to be only one policeman 
in the six parishes of which we form 
part, I decide on the former; and as 
he descends I step out and take off 
my hat. His colour deepens almost 
to that of his stockings, and he murmurs 
something confusedly which I do not 
catch, for he is up in the skies again. 
The next time he makes a frantic 
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effort to stop himself, by putting out 
his foot as he passes the trunks of the 
trees. It is perfectly useless. He hurts 
his toe, I feel sure, horribly, and with an 
ejaculation, which may be a blessing- in 
Greek, is hurled up afresh into the air. 
He does not try that again, but on his 
return journey, gasps out at me, and 
as I have no doubt of his meaning, I 
plunge forward, and together we bring 
the swing to a standstill. The old 
gentleman gets off, totters unsteadily 
on his legs, and pulls his clothes down. 
I am so awfully ashamed on his account 
that, hang me if I can help blushing, 
myself. 

" My zon," he says, bringing down 
his big hand patriarchally upon the 
crown of my hat, in a way that disables 
it for ever, " I am ze tomato ! " 

As this assertion in itself contains 
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nothing more surprising than what I 
have already seen, I make no reply, 
but wait for further information. 

" Ze tomato," he repeats solemnly ; 
and as he plainly expects some re- 
sponse I seize his hand and shake it 
heartily in silence. 

" Listen, my zon. Von leetle veek, 
and I return in my contree by stimmer ; 
zo I do practize each morning after 
my resurrection in ze sving. But you, 
my zon, you are ze zilent friend ? " 
. " I am, I am, indeed. The little 
Wanzer is nothing to me!" I reply 
eagerly, confused and remorseful at 
having so deeply wronged him ; for I 
gather from his somewhat mysterious 
explanation, that the poor man is a 
martyr to sea-sickness, and is trying 
to accustom himself to the movement 
of a vessel. No excuse could possibly 
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be better, or indeed half as good. I 
give him /cvSo5 for it, whether true or 
not; and it occurs to me that /cvSo9 
being the sole Greek word I can re- 
member, it would be a good thing to 
tell him so ; but I find a difficulty 
about getting it in, and have to re- 
linquish the idea. Once secure of my 
secrecy, he grows quite friendly, and 
makes a fresh start. This time he 
takes my hand instead of my hat, which 
I prefer. 

"And how do you, my dear ?" he says. 
" I hope you are quite wholesome." 
" Thank you. Yes, I believe so." 
He appears much gratified by this 
intelligence, but asks no further ques- 
tions, and perfectly re-assured, strolls 
back with me to the palace. When 
we get there we find breakfast already 
in progress* 
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"Good morning," says a voice to 
me across the table. It is Lady Waver- 
leigh, who has just come down and 
settled opposite, the calmest sang f void 
in her manner, as usual. " I suppose 
you shoot," she remarks with an air 
of easy indifference by way of making 
conversation. 

" Yes, I had some thought of going 
to-day." 

" Ah, of course ; there's the luncheon- 
party." 

" I wasn't aware of it," I answer with 
dignity. 

A telegraphic glance passes between 
her and Miss Vibart, who is near. It 
is a pity there is no known method 
of tapping a glance as one does a wire, . 
and learning its import. 

" Yes," continues the former, " we 
are to meet at Oakingham — such a 
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quaint old house, hidden among the 
woods, in the very centre of the beat ; 
a most romantic spot, quite fitted for 
a * Mariana ; ' a valuable collection of 
legends, pictures, tapestries, and so on ; 
an old family ruined, an authenticated 
ghost, and a thriving colony of rats. 
What more can you want ? " 

" The completest thing I have heard 
of for a long time," I laugh. " I have 
seen it in the distance once or twice, 
but, oddly enough, could never find my 
way there." 

*' Oh, nothing strange in that," she 
replies. " It probably disappears like 
other enchanted buildings at intervals; 
and as every year some part of it 
tumbles down, it will not be surprising 
if one fine morning it vanishes alto- 
gether. 

" Does any one live there now ? " 
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" Yes, I believe a gentleman who 
farms the rabbits ; before his time they 
were simply eating up the place." 

Here Skipwith filters in, and joins 
the conversation ; he has a remarkable 
knack for fitting himself into every time 
and place, so that no one notices his 
comings and goings. After him, appears 
Lady Evelyn Upshot. 

" What, by yourselves ? " says she, 
laying her hand on Lady Waverleigh's 
shoulder. " 111 come and take care of 
you." Her eye falls on Skipwith, and 
she suddenly draws in her horns. 

The only empty place is by him, 
which Lady Waverleigh perceives. 

*' Let me introduce Mr. Skipwith,'' 
she volunteers. 

His new acquaintance bows with 
an almost imperceptible movement of 
the head as much as to say, "There, 



« — »» 



1 2 ONE OF •' US. 

that'll do," and takes the chair he holds 
out for her. 

Lady Evelyn is a daughter of the 
fortunate pawnbroker, who has recently 
blossomed into Earl of Newbiggin. 

Since the eventful supper, I have 
made her acquaintancie, and must admit, 
she is better than she appeared at 
first sight ; but the nervousness of the 
nouveau riche still clings to her, and 
makes her touchy where strangers are 
concerned ; especially with any who, 
like herself, have risen. She and Skip- 
with are both literary, and occupy much 
the same ground; possibly a little 
jealousy lurks between them. As a 
rule, Skipwith's manhood dribbles from 
him at the mere echo of a title ; this 
time, however, he vindicates it. 

" Mr. Skipwith and the rest of us 
were just discussing a most romantic 
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subject at your entrance, my dear," ex- 
claims Lady Waverleigh, " a pre-historic 
family, and an old house, which " 

" Indeed ! " sneers Lady Evelyn lan- 
guidly, in a perfectly unprovoked way. 
"Is Mr. Skipwith going to start a 
romance ? ' 

** Hardly," answers that gentleman 
for himself, **a new de^nning is not 
in my line." 

Lady Evelyn wisely pretends not to 
catch the remark, but she calms down 
wonderfully, and before the end of 
breakfast is heard asking her anta- 
gonist's opinion as to some moot point, 
in the meekest of voices. His end is 
accomplished, although in rather a 
roundabout way ; he has made another 
useful acquaintance. 

"An emanation of yesterday," he ob- 
serves to me afterwards, with the air 
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of a man dating from the day before, 

"but still " and he shrugs his 

shoulders. 

The conversation is blandly changed 
by the married lady. 

" I hear Signor Cantorini left yester- 
day." 

" Yes," replies the victim gratefully, 
"and I believe Mr. Daubigny would 
have gone, but he has a picture wet on 
the easel, and couldn't." 

" By the by, I am told the Premier 
really is expected here on Wednesday," 
says some one. 

Lady Waverleigh's cup upsets. Chorus, 
" No ? " 

" Fact," asserts our informant, having 
gained all ears; "he is on his way to 
Windsor, where there's a Privy Council 
on Friday, and will stay here the night. 
Mrs. Smijthe heard this morning." 
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"Probably asked to meet the duke," 
suggests another. 

There is a laugh. The duke is 
an influential member of the Opposition, 
who occasionally finds something terse 
to say on the subject of the powers 
that be. 

" His lordship ought to be almost 
used to being in the same house by this 
time, " sniggers a partisan of the duke's ; 
**its some time now since his eleva- 
tion." 

I hear and marvel at the measure 
of Mrs. Smijthe's success. Hitherto we 
have been weak in this important 
quarter; we have rejoiced in a stray 
under- secretary and an agricultural M.P., 
and there is Skipwith, who always speaks 
as if the Exchequer were merely a 
matter of time with him, but in spite 
there has been a vacuum, and now 
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that is to be filled to the overflow. 
This trivial subject, however, is dismissed 
immediately by a message from up the 
table. 

" Pass down * the dresses have come.' " 

" You don't mean it ? " replies our 
end, enthusiastically. 

" Yes, we do." 

My fair neighbours all crane forward, 
and a storm of interrogations ensues. 

" Satisfactory ? " 

" Eh ! all right ? " 

" What ? " 

" I can't hear." 

" Pretty well." 

"Wants taking in," says one, suiting 
the action to the word, *' enormously." 

"Wants letting out," comes from 
another quarter ; and the speaker forth- 
with lets herself out in pantomime. 

" We can't make out which is before 
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and which is behind," reaches us in a 
startling whisper from a lady not more 
than fifty feet up the room. 

Lady Waverleigh nods with a smile, 
and a certain assurance ; " FU help you 
there, if I can," she says. And the 
recollection of the "fancy ball," which 
alone could explain such a state of 
things, flashes across me. I had for- 
gotten all about it ; however, as I have 
my dress in my portmanteau, I feel 
slight uneasiness on that score. 

After breakfast I go to make a fore- 
cast of the weather from the front door 
where I encounter Spavington, who tells 
me that he is about to ride over to 
barracks, and that he has asked Mr. 
T. Q, Chirk to dine there to-morrow ; 
as he will have to return there himself 
to-night. He is riding a showy screw, 
that has been groomed within an ace of 

VOL. n. c 
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its existence; his bills for arsenic and 
linseed must exceed those for hay and 
corn. He has reined him up very short, 
and sits en pose. Surely some gentle 
faces must linger in the windows of the 
breakfast-room. 

'* By the way, I wanted to ask you a 
question," he says, rather shortly, " for 
I think you may be a judge." Here he 
scans me critically. "What," he asks, 
casting his eye on his right leg, with a 
blush which is by no means out of place, 
'* what is your opinion of these gaiters t 
I designed them myself," he goes on 
rather uneasily, as I bring a glass to 
focus on them ; " and Sawyer, of the 
Oth, swore that they were almost per- 
fect. I suppose he is about as good a 
man as there is, isn't he } " 

" Really, I hardly know." The com- 
parative worthlessness of my opinion 
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when set beside that of Sawyer, of the 
Oth, striking me painfully, *' but I think 
De Boots, of the Pth, is the man you 
ought to see, and he's in India." 

His face falls. " I'd give anything 
to have a really sound opinion about 
them." 

" Well, I can give you an introduc- 
tion if you like ; by the way, do you 
always ride him on the curb like 
that ? " 

He looks at me blankly. " I thought 
you didn't understand horses ? " 

"Only just enough to know a curb 
from a snaffle," I plead modestly. He 
accepts the apology and rides away. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

It is time to be thinking of my own 
less perfect antigropelos, if I am to 
join the shooting party, and I go off 
towards the gun-room ; when rounding 
a corner, I suddenly run against " the 
Rev." Threnody, who extending a 
friendly claw, brings me up short with 
a round turn. 

" Tve an appointment," I protest, 
with a wriggle for freedom. 

^'Sportin'?" 

I nod. " I shall be late, I fear, as 
it is." 

" Two-lick shootin'-iron ? smell- 



w^pqw^^gg^w^wgTipy^ii^pFPiWKa—i^i^^— ^"^ 



ONE OF "us." 21 



dorgii€s ? Right yew air, sir," and to 
my surprise he lets me off. 

We are a large party when eventually 
we start. At the lodge gates I am 
formally introduced to the head-keeper, 
who is a gentleman reared by a noble 
house, a fact which he never allows 
himself for a moment to forget; al- 
though by some unhappy turn in 
Fortune's wheel, he happens just now 
to be in service with a commoner. A 
man to whom the novice trembling 
tenders his gold ; he is respectful with 
the duke, and friendly with Kynaston, 
or would be, were he allowed. With 
the bishop and Peabody he is, as title 
bearing personages in a lesser degree, 
familiar and condescending ; to Skip- 
with and myself, he is merely patroniz- 
ing. To his own master, who heads 
us on a rough grey shooting pony, he 
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is barely civil, and occasionally down- 
right rude. The poor old gentleman 
is quite under his thumb, and does 
whatever he is told, I hear, under con- 
stant threats. The keeper saunders 
alongside the pony, his hand on its 
long mane; on his shoulder the latest 
thing in breech-loaders, and at his 
heels, a black retriever, which turns 
out to be the best dog of them all. 
It seems that he is accustomed to 
show outsiders how it's done now and 
then. An assistant keeper, two or 
three underlings, among whom is Mr. 
Goby, and some twenty beaters com- 
plete the party. 

Stay, not yet! we have not gone 
more than a couple of hundred yards 
when the sound of hoofs comes clatter- 
ing up behind. It is the prince with 
the unpronounceable name, the where- 
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abouts of whose principality has been 
such a stumbling block to geographers. 
He is mounted on a splendid bay, 
wears an ample skirted green velvet 
coat, patent leather jack-boots, with 
high heels and silver spurs, and a 
cartridge belt fitted with silver. Behind 
him rides a groom with a couple of 
elaborate breech-loaders, strapped on 
either side of the saddle ; and carrying 
a morocco game-bag, large enough to 
hold a full-sized sheep. He, too, has 
a green velvet coat, and his get up 
much resembles his master's, the chill 
just taken off. The prince canters up 
to Mr. Smijthe, who jumps as if he 
had seen a ghost, and has a row with 
his pocket-handkerchief on the spot. 

" It's really a great pity you never 
can teach these foreign fellows how to 
dress," observes Skipwith ; " now there's 
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a man, a distinguished diplomatist, 
whose words are listened to with 
universal respect; but who yet turns 
out in public in a way that might send 
an * odd fellow ' into fits." 

Kynaston remarks drily that as far 
as words go, it depends what language 
he speaks in. The first night that he 
took Mrs. Smijthe down to dinner, he 
asked if he might offer her his " leg ; " 
and to mend matters, as she looked 
embarrassed, assured her that he meant 
" harm ! " 

Skipwith retorts unabashed, that there 
is material in it for a three volume 
novel, and he ought to know. 

We are soon on our ground, a broad 
extent of sloping hill-side, covered with 
gnarled wood. The acclivity rises ab- 
ruptly until It ends in a bold piece of 
rock — a great, grey inland cliff, which 
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rears its hoary head far above the big 
trees that cluster at its base; and in 
th^ valley below lie wide black pools, 
to whose silent waters, guarded by their 
tall barriers of sedge, come myriads of 
water fowl, and other wild game. For 
many centuries these were the here- 
ditary lands of the Manor of Oaking- 
ham, of which the old house is the 
sole remnant left. 

Is Skipwith quite happy ? I know 
not; his boots are suspiciously new. 
I am quite sure that Peabody is not ; 
he has too much cuff and sleeve-link, 
his clothes fit him too well, and whether 
that pin with the skull and cross-bones 
is as deadly as it looks, I doubt. 

" Had much of this sort of work ? " 
asks Kynaston maliciously, sounding 
him. 

" I — I — I was driving grouse last 
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summer up in Peebleshire," stammers 
the youth. 

"Ah/' replies Kynaston, shaking his 
head ; " different kind of thing alto- 
gether. You'll find the birds here may 
be led, not driven." 

The keeper, who is a pet aversion 
of his, overhears it, hurls an indignant 
glance at him, but vouchsafes no word. 
As for Peabody, the intelligence quite 
brightens him up. 

" I was — ^that is — I thought they might 
be a little wild." 

" Pooh ! wild ! " says Kynaston. " You 
should see the pheasants fed." Another 
blow at the keeper, who does not con- 
descend to notice it. This conversation 
has further the effect of replacing a 
certain haggard expression in Skip- 
with's face with one of confident satis- 
faction. 
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The prince dismounts, and gives his 
horse to a groom in waiting ; the man 
in green and gold, with the morocco 
sack, does the same, and the real work 
begins. The bishop, who formerly- 
handled a " colt " to some purpose in 
his day as a missionary of peace to 
the heathen, or perhaps representative 
of the church militant, is posted in 
deference to his acquirements in a warm 
corner. The duke is told off to an 
equally hot place. Peabody is led away 
in charge of Mr. Goby, who, worthy 
man, is more dazed than ever, socially 
speaking. 

"Will you be kind enough to take 
my bag?" says his charge with a 
trembling servility in his voice, realizing 
how much depends on his keeper. 

" Thanks, colonel, much obliged — yer 
grace, that is, m' lord. Hany think 
helse, yer 'ighness ? " 
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'' Now, if we're all ready, I think 
we will begin over this marsh," proposes 
Mr. Smijthe. '* If you'll get into your 
places we'll beat it across. I'll start 
down the centre, and 

" Can't go there, sir," shouts the 
keeper. " Take that bottom along with 
Jim ; I must take this here myself." 

Meekly the old grey pony and his 
rider turn their faces and depart in the 
direction pointed out. The prince, who 
does not appear to care about wetting 
his boots, suggests that he will go round 
outside the marsh with his own man, 
and so we start. 

The tall feathery reeds rise on either 
side to a height that would do credit 
to an Indian jungle, then subside again 
into a . low spread of tangled bulrush, 
strong-stemmed marsh fern, and thorny 
undergrowth of scrub. " Swish " go the 
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sticks of the beaters rattling among the 
reeds. Three snipe fly out, cross Skip- 
with*s path, which is next to mine, and 
fall — ^that is, two of them do — in the 
one beyond. Through an opening I 
descry Kynaston reloading, with the 
white smoke still curling about him. 
He is a trifle god-like at times, but he 
carries a * Purdy ' instead of a silver 
bow. 

" Funny thing," says Skipwith to his 
attendant (words travel wonderfully clear 
in the still air), " I was scarcely ready 
for 'em. This confounded lock seems 
to pull off deuced hard. I was just 
trying it at the moment." 

*' H'st, sir ! " calls the man. A fine 
cock pheasant who has been exploring, 
springs like a watchman's rattle on the 
right, and sails over where Peabody 
must be standing. 
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I halt, expecting to hear him fire — 
in vain. The bird gets away far ahead, 
and I raise my gun desperately, when a 
sharp crack sounds, and another victim 
is laid to Kynaston's account. It was a 
prodigiously long shot, but cleanly done 
despite. 

" Moy ! " ejaculates my own cicerone ; 
" purty, purty ! " 

Simultaneously an exclamation of de- 
spair comes from the right. " I don't 
know why it didn't go off, I'm sure," 
says Peabody in an agonized voice. " I 
pulled as hard as ever I could ; the 
confounded thing's jammed somehow. 
Such a splendid shot, too ! " 

" Fraps, capt'n, if you was to put it 
at full cock, it 'ud go orf heasier," 
replies Mr. Goby, in a gently suggestive 
voice ; a remark followed by some sort 
of sneezing fit down the whole line. 
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We can hear although we cannot see 
each other. " Eh ? what, dash it all ! " 
is the very audible response, "so it is, 
by Jove ; — ^'er, fact is, new gun ; and 
not easy to tell the difference at first, 
you know." 

** Rabbut, sir, rabbut ! " and I fortu- 
nately *' nobble " him before he gets 
near Kynaston. 

The firing now grows pretty hot 
all along the front ; occasionally I catch 
a remark or two from both sides, chiefly 
from Peabody's. " Ah ! yer grace, 'it 
'im 'ard that time. Lord, it is a wonder 
how that one got off. Well, now, m' 
lord, that are rummy. I'd a swore I 
seed 'im fall just 'ere. I doan't see 
'im now; I'm 'fraid, sir, as you only 
wounded 'im that time. 'Straordinary, 
colonel, 'ow they creeps away 'o times, 
through them bushes ; seems as if they 
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did it o' purpose. Thanks, m' lord, 
thankee ; yes, it are werry refreshin* ; 
as there's no denying it be warmish. 
Yes, Lor, sir, yes; I was out myself 
with a gem'man as might be yer high- 
ness beggin' yer pardon ; 'ad a new guri 
'e 'ad, as might be your'n. 'E was 
hout hevery day for a week ; and if 
yer worship '11 believe me, 'e never 
touched nothin' at all. 'Werry odd,' 
says 'e on the Saturday night ; * I think 
there must be summut wrong sumwhere, 
I must 'ave this 'ere gun looked to.' 
Well, sir, 'e 'ad it looked to, and 'e 
come back, and if you'll take my word 
for it, m' lord, during the 'ole of the 
week as ensued, and 'e was only in 
one mornin', 'e never missed nothin' ! " 
" H'm ! ha ! very — very odd, keeper," 
responds Sir Freebody ; - ' and what was 
wrong with the gun ? " " Well, sir. 
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I never heerd exactly, but Ive bin told 
as it was the case more than the gun 

that " Bang— bang— " Hard ! I 

missed that time." "Well, colonel, I 
almost think you did that time," is the 
answer ; with an inflection of astonish- 
ment which is admirable. 

We emerge shortly into an open 
space beyond the marsh, where we 
reform* Kynaston heads the list with 
eight slain. I am fortunate in being 
able to show three saved from his 
clutches. Skipwith produces a wounded 
rabbit, which obstinately refuses to be 
put an end to, and Peabody, having 
nothing to show, is much engaged in 
looking for it in the bushes. Presently 
old Smijthe canters up. 

" I think we had better join the 
others in that direction," he says. 

" Certainly, sir," replies Kynaston 
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coolly, knocking head over ears a 
wretched hare, so effectually that he 
cleans him for the cook at the same 
time. 

The noise startles a cock pheasant 
at Peabody's elbow, he turns and lets 
him have both barrels almost together. 
One feather drops slowly, and deliber- 
ately, twisting and twirling in the air. 

" By George ! he's hit, he's hit ; I 
did that," shouts our friend madly ex- 
cited. " Get that feather, keeper ; look ! 
look ! there it goes." 

The man runs forward. Old Indigo 
turns silently on his pony, and bites 
his lip. A sharp crack follows, and 
the bird falls like a stone into a distant 
thicket. I begin to feel annoyed with 
our " show man," he is taking the 
bread, as it were, out of our mouths, 
and he looks half ashamed of it himself. 
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" Wonderful luck," he says ; " never 
thought I should get him." 

His Highness, with his attendant 
vassal, are presently made out. They 
come but slowly, and I fancy it must 
be confoundedly awkward walking in 
those long boots and spurs. " I have 
the most fortunate sport, Mr. Gentle- 
men," he pants as he comes up, and 
signs to his man to unburden himself. 

The fellow slings the big leathern 
case from his shoulders. But why 
does the under-keeper, who accom- 
panied him, look so red in the face ? 
Why does he hang behind them, and 
eventually slink away muttering low 
vows, into the cover ? The gilded 
minion pompously undoes the fasten- 
ings of the bag, and produces, first a 
snipe, secondly a thrush, and thirdly a 
fine old tabby. 
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"Zis IS vat you call ze great game, 
you gentlemen, tiest ce pas?^' says His 
Highness, complacently, holding up the 
unclean animal by the tail. " 1 did zee 
zome other hang on the tree ; your 
kipper tell me, he zhot las vick ver 
fine. Ah ! " and he tosses it back to 
his man ; who, with the profoundest 
gravity, replaces it in: his bag. 

For a minute there is a dead silence, 
then we, as it were, melt away. Kynas- 
ton finds he has dropped something, 
and sets to work to look for it ; the 
whole knot of under-keepers and beaters 
begin to thrash the bushes vigorously, 
all with their backs turned. Even 
Peabody disappears, leaving only Mr. 
Smijthe and myself to face the matter 
out. How we do it I can scarcely 
tell ; an internal shaking seizes upon 
my vitals every now and again, in a 
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way that is terrifying, while I try and 
explain, at his request, that in Puddle- 
shire, thrushes are not regarded as 
game, and that cats are only shot as 
vermin. The old man here finds his 
tongue, and with some presence of mind 
declares, that His Highness has done 
him the greatest service in shooting the 
cat, etc., etc., but recommends, at the 
same time, that it should be thrown 
away. His Serenity takes it good- 
naturedly enough, shrugs his shoulders 
in faint protest at our insular eccentricities, 
and the brute is handed over to one of 
the beaters. I find Skipwith in the 
bush, quietly jotting down the facts in 
his note-book. " All come in, you 
know," he says snapping the clasp. 

" We'd better move on," I answer 
shortly. It is slightly irritating to see 
everything persistently turned into use. 
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" Ton my honour," he replies, " I 
don't see much good in going on. That 
friend of yours knocks over everything 
before its front teeth are well out of 
cover ; it s a perfect farce. Can't we do 
anything ? " 

I shake my head gloomily. '^ No- 
thing in comparison, I fear." 

" I meant in the way of stopping 
him," he snaps. "If we could only 
make him miss once it would be some- 
thing." 

" H'm — it might be done perhaps." 

Then and there is hatched a plot 
which may be a warning to plotters 
in general. It does not pretend to 
any great originality or to more fine 
feeling than the usual run of such. 
Briefly, I transform two cartridges into 
" blanks " and load. 

" I think I could shoot myself with 
that gun of yours, Kyn." 
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" Try it," he says, " by all ^means. 
We'll change. It ts a, pretty bit of 
work." 

" No, thanks. But I don't mind back- 
ing Skipwith if you take mine." 

" Right. Next couple of head, eh ? " 

Skipwith is bashful as a girl, but 
simpers a reluctant assent, and they 
move out to the front. The first bird 
that rises is his, and he bags it, awk- 
wardly ; bijt bags it. We go on for 
some time, then a hen shows, fluttering 
and fussed. While we are still watch- 
ing her, a woodcock flirts out in a swift 
zigzag on Kynaston's right. He swings 
round and fires ; almost simultaneously 
sounds his second barrel. The bird 
flies on ! Open eyed and mouthed the 
party have halted. Three seconds per- 
haps elapse, and a low murmur breaks 
forth. The bird is swooping . down 
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among some gorse far off, when it 
literally explodes over the top, and 
for a third time the crack of my 
' Whistler ' rings out. 

" Funny, wasn't it ? *' says the 
*' shooter" coolly. "Greene never played 
me that trick. I would fill my car- 
tridges myself if I were you. But it's 
not a bad action, I will say," he adds 
turning to Skipwith. 

That gentleman thus addressed looks 
exceedingly sheepish, and there is nothing 
for it but to confess. 

As the head keeper still adheres to 
his ideas on the isolation of classes, in 
the next arrangement I find myself 
again by Peabody, for which I am duly 
grateful. This time we are posted 
round the corner of a wood. A merry 
rattle begins, and with it, the running 
^nt from my neighbour. 
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"S't! that were a 'en, yer grace. 
But there, m' lord, it don't make much 
matter." " H'm, ha — er — er — isn't it 
rather — rather — hard to tell a cock from 
a hen sometimes, keeper } '' " Well, 
sir, yer 'ighness that is," says Mr. Goby, 
in a tone of voice which indicates that 
it is a difficulty which has never exactly 
occurred to him, " it might be " (suddenly 
brightening) ; " p'raps if yer lordship 
would stick yer glass in yer graces 
other heye, yer 'igiiness might tell, 
better." 

Peabody probably feeling that the evil 
is deeper seated than this, negatives 
the suggestion. " He, hi ! by George ! 
there's a woodcock," is his next remark. 
"'Ave at 'im, sir." Both barrels are 
" 'ad " accordingly, with the usual result ; 
and as the bird wheels back past me I 
fire. He drops, but winged only, and 
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in a series of somersaults makes off 
towards Peabody, probably for protection. 
If so, he has mistaken his man. The 
fellow levels his piece. 

"Well, I am d d!" mutters my 

silent follower behind my back, and 
he runs forward, as does Mr. Goby, to 
stop it 

'^ That's this 'ere gent's bird," ex- 
claims my man, with smothered indig- 
nation. The faithless Goby, who has 
caught it, winks as one who would 
imply that his doubts as to the owner- 
ship are not of a serious nature. And 
then they stand and look at each other. 

" My bird, I think," simpers Sir Free- 
body, advancing and raising his hat (we 
are not intimate). " You fired the 
moment after me, as he was falling, I 
believe, in fact Tm sure, I saw him 
begin to " 
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As Skipwith says, "a row is such a 

d d ungentlemanly thing/* I submit, 

vowing that if his behaviour in future 
is not gentle and pretty, that woodcock 
shall be flushed again. 

" Look ! " I hear next in a stage 
whisper, " that poor fellow there has 
more than he can carry, you might help 
him, eh ? Just two or three heads, 
don't you know, a hare, and a brace 

of " The rest is lost. My ex-valet 

runs off, and reappears a few minutes 
later with a few well selected heads and 
tails protruding from his wallet. 

The next act is not far from being 
a tragedy. We are crossing an open 
piece. Skipwith is just confiding to me 
that he looks upon our friend as a 
dangerous Bedlamite, when a loud 
report sounds almost in our ears. 
Skipwith jumps forward, and feels him- 
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self minutely all the way down. Pea- 
body, very white in the gills, his gun 
still smoking, stands immediately behind, 
and fronting him, with an expression of 
face never to be forgotten, is a knowing 
old spaniel. " Mercy on us, what are 
^ you at ? " it says as plainly as words 
ever spoken by man. We both stop 
and look at him in amazement. 

" By George, that dog's half human, J 
'do believe," says Skipwith. 

'* I don't know how it went off, Tm 
sure," whines Peabody. " Fm sure 
I " 

" I'll take your gun, if you please, 
sir,*' says an under-keeper coming up, 
suiting the action to the word. Pea- 
body does not resist. " Master 'ud 
rather lose you than that there dorg," 
mutters he under his voice. 

** Thank Heaven," sighs Skipwith, 
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" we're safe for the next five minutes, at 
any rate." 

Unfortunately not for longer, we are 
victims to our old man of the sea the 
whole morning, and although he does 
not repeat this particular performance, 
he does things equally aggravating to 
nature, as a beater remarks. His habit 
is whenever anything gets up to call. 
Hullo! hi! there! there's a snipe, 
pheasant, or whatever it may be, and 
instantly to> discharge both, barrels 
straight aheadt 

" Try Tallyho ! " shouts Skipwith 
desperately, at the fiftieth repetition of 
this ; " it's equally effective and more 
correct." But this suggestion is not 
taken. 

" That fellow's got a- hide that would 
turn a rifle ball," he growls, leaving his 
post and coming over to me. 
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" Has he ? I wish to heaven I had/' 
I answer, as a hurricane of small shot 
tears through the leaves above us. 

" D n," yells Skipwith, losing the 

last shreds of his patience. " You 

stop that — will you ! " 

This last gentle hint, if hint it may 
be called, has the desired effect of alter- 
ing the trajectory some yards away, and 
with this we are forced to be content; 
but the noise, the smoke, and the 
danger of it all sufficiently demoralize 
us,^ and the finale is worthy of the 
morning. A rabbit pops out, and our 
enemy sends the contents of both 
barrels at him without ceremony. The 
animal scuttles away giving Skipwith 
and myself a cross shot each, and shows 
us his wrong end at the mouth of a 
burrow. 

" Gentlemen," says Mr. Smijthe, 
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cantering up, an expression of sorrow 
on his benign features, "does it take 
four shots to miss a rabbit ? " 

It is a merciful summons to lunch. 
Skipwith, too furious to speak, shoulders 
his piece and walks off. I follow, 
leaving the old gentleman as a tem- 
porary target, and we climb the hill 
towards a wooded crest where two red 
towers and quaint cupolas peer above 
the tufted trees. 

Skipwith enlarges freely on the 
general mismanagement of the affair, 
and explains to me how these things 
are done where people really under- 
stand them. Now if there's one thing 
more than another I especially dislike, 
it's feeling only two years old. His 
conversation invariably has this depress- 
ing effect on me, and I am preparing 
to resent it, when a figure is seen 
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Struggling up behind. ** I was to ask 
e gelleman," he pants, "to tell t' missus, 
. as Sir Freebody Ve gone 'ome ; 'eve 
bin and a'most skelped Peter Butts." 

" Shot him ? " 

" Aye, sirs, shot 'un through 'is 
beaver; as for Peter 'isself, 'e's more 
frightened nor hurt, and Sir Freebody 
'eve bin and give 'im a fi-pun-note." 
The maas eyes glisten. "I'd gi' 'im 
a shot myself at 'arf the distance for 
'arf the money ; a would, sir ! '* 

A roar from us stops him. 

" Fellow owes me a cool hundred or 
two, at least," growls Skipwith, " at that 
rate ; I'm tired of looking down his 
barrel; if I've been once under his fire 
to-day, I've been fifty times/' 

" I 'eve bin and counted 'is car- 
tridges, sir," grins the man ; "two 
hundred and thirty-seven, all told ! " 
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" And what's his bag ? " 

"Well, sir," he says, with a dis- 
respectful tendency to wink, " ther' was 
that ther* woodcock." 

" You forget the beater," adds Skip- 
with. 

"Well, well, we all have our small 
failings." 

"And Mr. Smijthe," continues the 
man, still bubbling over with informa- 
tion, " 'e did swear hawful !. " 

" Mr. Smijthe swear ! impossible ! I 
don't believe it ; he wouldn't swear at 
a fly." 

"Well, sir, 'e didn't swear at 'im 
exactly ; but 'e went about, 'e did, and 
'e cussed promiskus." 
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CHAPTER III. 

Slumberous in the bright still autumn 
sunshine, lies a pile of crimson building. 
The bold deep mouldings of its elaborate 
frontage run in brick, as are the pilasters 
on the fagade of the windows. Two low 
towers, semi- Italian in aspect, support 
either wing ; and to the left is a block 
of irregular masonry of all dates and 
ages, from whence shoot up huge stacks 
of chimneys. The ivy has made the 
place its own, twining lovingly over 
stack and tower, binding them jealously 
together, lest any one part fail ; and 
over this again is spread a network of 
creepers, that gleam fierily in their 
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decay; hanging in festoons, a gorgeous 
drapery, from eave and lintel and cor- 
nice. A cloud of white pigeons bow 
and coo to one another from the broken 
iron-work of the vanes, and gyrate in 
snowy flocks about them. 

The gardens are unkempt and un 
cared for. The shrubs have pushed 
out far over the walks ; the flowers 
have grown wild and rank ; the dead 
leaves cumber the ground, and the 
winds have swept them in deep drifts 
up against the house, as though they 
would bury it ; but a dial with worn 
steps on the plot of grass in front 
tells that the sun still shines for the 
old house. In the waters of a reed- 
grown basin, which might once have 
been a fountain, lies the whole scene 
darkly reflected and unreally, and a 
pang of interest shoots through me as 
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I recall Lady Waverleigh's words, "an 
old family ruined." 

On entering, we are shown into a 
large room, furnished in the florid style 
of the Regency, and though the marble 
is stained, and the gilding dim, it is 
a striking room ; as it is the largest 
in the house it has been given up to 
us, and the table is spread in a style 
scarcely according with one's ideas of 
a shooting luncheon. 

Our host, a Major Splush, receives 
us with tempered enthusiasm, and shows 
us in. The party is chiefly our own, the 
'* county " being only represented by the 
Aughtybridges, the prop and stay of 
whose noble house sits next me. The 
family failings appear in him, in a more 
modern form ; and when the champagne 
begins to circulate, he gives me his 
views on " Art in the highest sense." 
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He is a weedy, nerveless youth, who 
evidently holds in contempt such dis- 
gustingly material things as hair and 
nail brushes; it being, I suppose, part 
of Nature s system of compensation, that 
the beautiful should be so closely allied 
with the repulsive. His aspirations, he 
asserts, are quite boundless ; and, as a 
consequence, he and his people are at 
daggers drawn. What he goes through 
at home, he tells me, will never be known 
till the day of judgment. In the first 
place, the house being full of women, 
it is furnished almost entirely with 
dressing-tables. " What can the most 
determined soul do on a dressing-table 
two foot by one and a half?" he 
demands fiercely. "Is genius, when 
you find it " (which he allows is rarely), 
" to be cabined in this style ? " The 
chairs, he declares, he looks upon as 
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a diabolical conspiracy to frustrate his 
career; they are low, straight-backed, 
and cane-bottomed, and he remarks, 
with mysterious gloom, that it's lucky 
he wears long-tailed coats ; his shoulder 
blades writhe at the memory. What 
he finds so grievous, he urges, is to be 
so utterly misunderstood. His father, 
to whom he mildly refers as the " evil 
one," he dismisses with a shiver, as 
being quite out of the pale of discus- 
sion ; and he speaks in severe terms of 
that gentleman's habit of clearing the 
house at intervals, by way of asserting 
his authority. It seems that this trucu- 
lent and unnatural parent actually objects 
to sculpture and clay modelling in the 
bedrooms ; and had, on one occasion, 
hurled an embryo " Apollo " clean out 
of a top story window ; adding insult 
to injury by sending the housemaid 
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With a dustpan to sweep up the 
pieces. 

His sisters, he admits, are of different 
stuff ; they have tender women's hearts ; 
and so far exerted their influence in the 
house, that when he last returned from 
Oxford, they had got him an arm-chair. 
" They led me to it in triumph," he 
says, " and I would not have wounded 
them for whole worlds, but alas ! it was 
made utterly of wooden bars unadulte- 
rated. That night I sat in it, and after 
ten minutes, it threw me into the fender. 
The next morning, Emmy came down, 
and she tied on two blue bows, and 
hung an antimacassar over it (a High- 
lander in wool-work steps), then she sat 
in it, and declared it was the most 
luxurious chair on earth. Just as she 
was getting up, it put her into the 
fender ; she was very angry, and said 
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it was all my fault ; whereon I re- 
marked that if it threw itself into the 
fender, or even went the length of the 
fire back, I should not interfere to pre- 
vent it. I won't speak of our decora- 
tions," he groans ; " I assure you, my 
physical organization is so, quite too 
absolutely sensitive, that I live in a 

chronic state of " He mentions a 

common domestic complaint. " I would 
fly to-morrow, with but a crust as my 
companion," he continues excitedly, ** I 
would make a name that " 

" A man doesn't make a name at your 
age," interrupts Skipwith, in his chilliest 
tones. 

" Will his chances be better if he waits 
till yours ? " returns the youth sharply, 
proving that something human lurks 
under the balderdash of " High Art." 

From this time he becomes endeared 
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to me, for I take a friendly interest in 
Skipwith^s discomfiture. Henceforth our 
conversation becomes a tiie d-tite. His 
own troubles exhausted, he tells me 
something of the place. 

"The Raby's, an old Catholic family, 
held Oakingham with varying fortune 
for eight centuries ; latterly varied only 
in going from bad to worse ; and the 
Regency which furnished the room we 
are sitting in, dealt the family its death 
blow : with a mad hospitality, the then 
owner entertained His Royal Highness 
for a week." 

" And h6w did this man get hold of 
it?" I ask. 

" Hush ! it's whispered that it went 
at sixty per cent., but no one quite 
knows the rights of the story; all / 
know is, that when Sir John died, the 
whole property was bought by the 
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Smijthe's, with the exception o( the 
house and gardens, which came to this 
man, who was a perfect strai^^er in 
the county." 

"And oh!" he gasps, reverting to 
his old manner, and roUing the yellows 
of his eyes to and fro, '*tf you could 
have seen Miss Raby. She was a vision 
etherealized ; a memory of " 

" Yes, yes, of course." 



" But he wanted her to stay as go- 
verness," he gasps, invoking the ceiling. 

" Well, well ? " 

"Exceedingly humorous," smiles a 
stout lady across the table, * seeing me 
laugh; but she certainly has not over- 
heard us. 

"Who's that?" 

" Mrs. Splush," he replies. " There, 
do you see that child, the one who is 
ordering the servants about ? " 
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"What the one in pink velvet, with 
a green sash, a red nose, and wide 
mouth, a pasty face, rather spotty ? " 

"Yes. Blue socks, two necklaces, 
three or four garnet bracelets, and her 
hair plastered with pomatum. Well, 
that is Violet Honoria Fitzroy Splush ; 
and the things that child knows might 
make a strong man's hair turn grey 
in a single night ! " 

The ladies leave us to our wine. 
Our party of the morning has received 
several additions : Lord Waverleigh, 
the singing curate, Mr. Baddely, Dr. 
Baldry, and the Jesuit provincial, who 
takes a lively interest in the cellars and 
traps, and other parts of the building, 
not unknown to his order in former 
days. Our host sits down in the midst 
of us, soaping his hands. 

" Your Grace," he begins, " allow me 
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to say ^ a word for that port ; it has 
been in my cellars forty years. Try 
that sherry, my lord; it has not seen 
the Peninsula since 1812, when a rela- 
tion of mine took it during the war. 
Extraordinary case, gentlemen. He 
spent all his life, eighty-seven years, in 
forming a good cellar; and when he 
had completed it, left it to me, saying, 
in his will, he was sorry he couldn't do 
more. Thirty-three hundred dozen 
only," he laughs. 

A profound silence reigns, as befits 
the telling of such a remarkable story ; 
and a neighbour whispers to me that 
it is very odd, for boxes, marked Gilbey 
and Co., have been observed at the 
nearest station addressed to the major. 

"The difficulty, I might almost say 
impossibility, of transporting so great 
a quantity, and the ridiculous insuffi- 
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ciency of the old cellarage here, has 
compelled me to keep the great bulk of 
it in London, whence I draw it out in 
small quantities as I require it." 

Silence. It is awkward that no one 
will say anything. He looks appeal- 
ingly round the table, but beyond a 
muttered " Of course, quite so," gets no 
response. 

" Mr. Pucklechurch," he exclaims, 
turning in desperation to the curate, 
who is surrounded by a goodly pile of 
debris, and still hard at work clearing 
the ground in front of him — " Mr. 
Pucklechurch, Fm afraid that port's not 
old enough for you." 

Mr. Pucklechurch, who looks up dis- 
turbed, with a mild expression of in- 
tense surprise on his face, but. is quite 
unable to answer, owing to his having 
a preserved greengage in his mouth, 
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makes a hideous grimace, intended to 
be deprecatory. 

" I thought it would have suited you," 
says the major, with a disappointed 
air, addressing the table through his 
victim. "It's only '34, but it's a very 
fair wine ; however, I have the best 
years back to '92. Well try some '92, 
as you don*t care for that, gentlemen." 

This is so palpably addressed to the 
company that it calls forth a general 
murmur. " Oh, pray don't." " This 
is excellent." "Couldn't be better." 
" Body and bouquet perfection." 

" No, gentlemen ; I can see you don't 
really like it." 

He rings, and the '92 is sent for. 

" I hope your Grace had good sport 
this morning," he says, addressing the 
duke, who is sitting gravely silent with 
his glass before him. 
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" Very fair, sir, thank you ; the birds 
were plentiful" 

" Dear me ! " returns the major, " your 
Grace should have seen my little place 
in Ireland. Why I never took the 
trouble to raise my gun to my shoulder 
unless I got three in a row." 

" Indeed," answers his Grace, forced 
to make some reply. 

"Yes," continues the major, warm- 
ing ; " and as for woodcock, I can 
scarcely ask you to believe it, but l 
assure your Grace that I once went out 
before breakfast, and in less than a 
couple of hours filled a couple of wheel- 
barrows." 

"Indeed," ejaculates the duke, his 
gravity growing on him, " and pray, sir, 
how many woodcock go to the wheel- 
barrow ? " 

But the major is not to be baulked. 
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It is not every day he gets such an 
audience, and as the consumption of a 
man's salt entitles him in some sense 
to a hearing, we sit and listen. 

" Ah ! but if you want sport, you 
should go to the Cape," he continues, 
addressing us generally. "No place 
like the Cape." 

Here some one meekly introduces 
the word "ladies." The major looks 
round fiercely, but as nobody owns the 
voice, he proceeds — 

" I remember once. It was shortly 
after we got there, and I was sent 
with a detachment up country. We 
were short of provisions at the time, 
and at last it came to this, that we 
had to go out with our guns, and hunt 
about for a dinner, or we got none. 
Well, gentlemen, I was making my 
way through the bush one day, when 
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I was suddenly confronted by an enor- 
mous Hon. Pardon me. You can judge 
of his size for yourselves ; there is 
his head." 

We all look. Sure enough, under 
a big glass case, is the grinning head 
of a huge man-eater. 

" I could almost feel his breath upon 
my face." He pauses, to allow us to 
realize the situation. "In the twinkling 
of an eye I fired. By some extra- 

# 

ordinary chance, I missed. I had barely 
room, gentlemen, I give you my word, 
to raise my gun again to my shoulder, 
he was on me so sharp. That time, 
however, I made sure of him ; the next 
instant he lay dead at my feet." 

Our pent-up feelings relieve them- 
selves in various ways, and the nar- 
rator looks much gratified. 

" I can show you the very gun," he 
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says, " a powerful smoothbore. John ! " 
(to a servant), "go and get me the 
gun that hangs in the hall." 

John brings it in, and it is shown 
round amid some observations from its 
owner as to its being " old-fashioned if 
you like, but a deuced clever piece of 
work." 

"Bless me," says Kynaston, in a 
whisper, leaning across, "it's a single- 
barrel and a muzzle-loader." 

" Gad ! so it is," I answer, confounded. 

" Oh, don't," implores Skipwith — 
" don't put him off; don't spoil a good 
story for the sake of a paltry fact" 

" Well, gentlemen," goes on the 
major, " you've not heard the most 
amusing part of it yet. I and my 
goriwallah managed with some diffi- 
culty to drjag the huge beast back to 
the camp. * Here,' I said triumphantly, 
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flinging it down in front of the mess- 
tent — ' here/ I said, * Biddlecomb/ (he 
was our mess president, poor Biddle- 
comb, and was afterwards killed at my 
side, as we were entering the Redan) — 
' here are supplies for a week.' ' You re 
rather late,' he anwers; 'look down 
there.' Traversing the plain below I 
saw a long train of camels approach- 
ing. * Our supplies, my boy,' says he, 
slapping me on the shoulder; 'they'll 
be here in another five hqurs.' * Devil 
a doubt of it,' replied I, disappointedly, 
scanning the caravan, nine camels in 
all, with my field-glass, gentlemen. 
You'll scarcely believe it, in due time 
they arrived, and all the four com- 
panies turned out to unload, and what 
do you think they were ? Toothpicks, 
gentlemen, as I live. Nine camel-loads 
of them, and deuce a bit of anything 
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else!" (sensation). "That was the 
worst of poor Biddlecomb. He was 
such an extravagant dog; did things 
on such a scale. He was always 
running the mess into debt. So the 
lion was eaten after all, but the chief 
was so put out that he sent me back 
the next day, with eight camel-loads, 
a week's journey over the desert. A 
fearful march it was. A burning sky 
above, burning sand beneath ; not a 
leaf, not a blade of grass to be seen." 

"You must have suffered dreadfully 
from the heat," suggests one of the 
audience, politely. 

" No, no, no, my dear sir. Groves 
and groves of orange trees, you know ; 
delicious shade, refreshing fruit. I re- 
member we travelled for forty-eight 
hours under them without getting a 
glimpse of the sky. No place like the 



ONE OF "us." 69 

Cape, as I said before ; but I fear, (oh ! 
fie major) we must now join the ladies 
if I can't persuade you to try any more 
of my '92." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

We find the ladies waiting for us, and 
tail off at once to inspect the house. 
The duchess leads the way with the 
professor, whom she has altogether taken 
up, rather to the jealousy of the party. 
Some three or four of us, perhaps, are 
seriously and archaeologically inclined; 
the rest are indifferent, or have other 
fish to fry ; and there are a few young 
ladies who think it great fun, and have 
a hard-wearing joke among themselves. 
Now, a joke of such importance that it 
can keep half a dozen human beings, 
presumably endowed with reason, on 
the giggle for five hours, must be worth 
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hearing, and several of us who are of 
that opinion do our best to extract it, 
but in vain. I join Mrs. Smijthe, and 
we wander on independently. 

" You are just the man I wanted to 
see," she says, as we surmount a cork- 
screw stair. " I've heaps to tell you, 
and we shan't have another chance^. 
Who would be mistress of such a 
house full of guests ? " 

She leans, playing with a scarf of 
Indian tissue, against some " linen " 
panelling in black oak, the fanciful dress 
of to-day in quaint contrast with the 
rude surroundings. 

" You show the worry of it little, * fair 
mistress.' You are like a beautiful old 
picture in " 

" Nonsense," she interrupts, as in duty 
bound. *• Give me your advic^. Those 
other people have gone — what a bless- 
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ing ! Now tell me, what can I do with 
that dreadful Mr. Baddely? He gets 
worse and worse, and he will bring out 
his horrid stories before the duchess. 
Did you hear him at lunch ? " 

" No ; do tell me. What were they ? 
Are they too bad for me ? " 

" No," she says demurely, looking 
down with a slight blush, and tracing 
patterns with her foot in the dust. A 
girlish freshness clings to her still. She 
looks up again, a smile in spite of 
herself curling her lips. '' Luckily, we 
didn't half 'grasp them,' as you would 
say ; but it was very unpleasant all the 
same. I had to kick my neighbours 
under the table, and to talk as hard as 
I could to prevent his being heard — and 
that woman." 

" What woman ? " 

" Lady Waverleigh, of course." 
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" Why of course ? " 

" That woman, I repeat, got up 
choking with laughter, and grew black 
in the face. I am sure I wish she had 
kept so, the wretch ! " 

" But if you dislike her so much, why 
do you ask her to the palace ? " 

" Oh ! because I am obliged. Poor 
little Waverieigh ! it's a sad thing for 
him. He was such a nice boy, and 
used to be so fond of me." 

" But, my dear Mrs. Smijthe, have 
you no better reason, than that she has 
won away her husband's affections from 
you, who are married yourself ? " 

"One of my chief reasons," she con- 
tinues, ignoring my question, "is — I sup- 
pose I had better tell you — is on your 
account." 

''Miner' 

I start perhaps,' for this is a turning 
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of the tables. I feel guiltily as if I had 
been found out, although, on reflection, 
I am innocent enough. She detects a 
certain uneasiness in my eyes. 

" I am right ! " she exclaims passion- 
ately, stamping her foot ; " I knew I 
was. She has been at you, the 
adventuress! I know her so well. It 
is all done to annoy me. For God's 
sake, don*t trust her ! " she pleads 
earnestly, laying her hand upon my 
arm. " She will fool you to the top of 
your bent, and then throw you over 
when she has made you play into her 
hands. Nothing is too great, nothing 
too small, for her to make use of to 
gain her end. I will tell you how it 
was. We quarrelled as girls, the year 
I first came out in London, when she 
was companion to that rich American 
widow. I cut her out with a gentleman 
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who, I admit, was not worth the trouble ; 
but when last year the news came that 
she had married little Waverleigh at 
Constantinople, I thought it best to 
forget the past, and to ask them here 
for his sake. Since then I have heard 
— don't ask me what of her ; and, 
among other things, I have discovered " 
— here she shudders, and glances round 
— "that she is not right, and that she 
has dealings with the " 

I laugh, under a sudden impulse, 
and Mrs. Smijthe bursts into tears ! 
Truth to tell, my vanity is touched by 
the idea that Lady Waverleigh's advances 
to me were made simply because of her 
dislike to Mrs. Smijthe. So your clever 
woman plays her cards. For, after all, a 
man's vanity is his weakest point, and a 
woman's is a mild thing compared to it. 

"My dear Mrs. Smijthe, you are 
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working yourself up most unnecessarily. 
Lady Waverleigh and I are very good 
friends, but, I assure you, she has never 
even mentioned your name to me, except 
in a casual way. She is harmless 
enough " 

A laugh, low but perfectly distinct, 
echoes round the room. 

" Oh ! what was that ? " half screams 
my companion, clasping her hands. 

I look round aggressively. It is a 
small room, void of furniture. There is 
a high oaken chimney-piece, with a pro- 
jecting eave, under which we are stand- 
ing ; on the opposite wall hangs a 
fragment of old gilt Flemish leather, and 
there is a faded portiere to the door. I 
lift up the leather ; behind is a space of 
blank rough-cast. I stride across to the 
door, and tear aside the frayed curtain. 
A cloud of dust rises, disporting its 
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myriad particles in the sun blade which 
strikes slanting athwart the room ; the 
passage beyond is silent and deserted. 
I am puzzled, for I heard it distinctly. 

"I believe ifs up the chimney," I say, 
springing on to the hob and clambering 
idiotically a foot or two up the wide 
stone funnel, towards a square of heaven's 
blue above. I come down with a shower 
of dust. 

Mrs. Smijthe recoils, without a trace 
of amusement or surprise. 

" It must be the others," I suggest. 
" Let us go and find out." 

"As you wish," assents she, sorrow- 
fully. " Do, do think over what I have 
said. We are such old friends, that you 
cannot doubt how much I have your 
interests at heart." 

We pass through a long corridor, one 
side of which is almost entirely window 
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of the square Tudor type, with heavy 
stone muUions, and the other a crimson 
wall, against which hang the family 
pictures. The dying sunlight streams in 
with a faint radiance, flickering and in- 
termittent, as it strikes through the 
waving leafage of the evergreens out- 
side, and the shadows, as they sway to 
and fro in the fresh breeze of the sunset, 
give an air of life and motion to the 
figures in their frames. Mrs. Smijthe 
stops me before one of them, an old- 
world picture of a girl, full of sweet grace 
and thought. 

"That was the beautiful and unfor- 
tunate Sarah Raby, Countess of Sussex," 
she says ; " it is so like the present Miss 
Raby. Poor thing ! she was r- " 

" Very sad, is it not ? " whines a 
voice over my shoulder, with a sniff; 
" very sad." 
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It is the major, to whom, I must 
confess, I have taken an unaccountable 
dislike. 

" I know whom you must be thinking 
of when you look at that, Mrs. Smijthe. 
Ah ! poor girl, so young and yet so 
wilful. She quarrelled with her best 
friends." 

We are both silent, and he goes on — 
" You well know, Mrs. Smithe, how 
she behaved to me. She need never 
have left this house. I would have kept 
her by my own fireside, where she had 
lived all her life ; would have treated 
her as one of ourselves. What did she 
do? She flung my kindness in my 
teeth, and she went — went without a 
penny or a friend to her name. Ah ! 
well, I suppose" — with a deep sigh — 
" one must not expect gratitude in this 
world." 
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Mrs. Smijthe looks at me embarrassed. 

" Well/' continues the major, cheerily, 
brightening up, "a little taking down 
will do the Raby blood no harm, and I 
fancy it stands a fair chance of getting 
it. When a young person of her attrac- 
tions " — he turns to me, lowering his 
voice — "goes out upon the world with 
neither friends nor money, the result is 
not difficult to calculate." 

Mrs. Smijthe walks away. I know 
little enough about the case; but my 
blood tingles; my eyes again rest on 
the pure proud face of the picture, and 
the infamy of the slander strikes home 
with overwhelming conviction. 

" Major," I reply roughly, " I believe 
you're talking of a friend of Mrs. 
Smijthe's. A man who would assail a 
woman left friendless and defenceless as 
she was, I think " 
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'' Pray, sir, what do you think ? " 

"I think, sir, that the cad should 
carry the marks of a horsewhip to his 
grave ! " 

He laughs, a really good natured 
laugh, the laugh of a mature man of 
the world, who recognizes some ex- 
ploded Quixoticism of his youth, and is 
amused by it. 

** My dear, dear sir " he ex- 
postulates. 

But I have rejoined Mrs. Smijthe 
at the other end of the gallery. I tell 
her what has just passed, which rather 
pleases her than otherwise, and that I 
shall walk back at once to the palace. 
We are crossing into the hall, when a 
soft footfall sounds close behind us- 
Does our host, for it is he, wear list 
slippers ? The reader may have had 
the misfortune to meet such an in- 
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dividual, to whom dust and dirt are 
what good meat and drink are to 
ordinary men. I have no wish for 
an apology, and would do any- 
thing to avoid it, for I am already 
beginning to feel that my warmth was 
unjustifiable. However, he comes up 
with his own bland smile, soaping his 
hands, and appealing to my good feel- 
ing, proceeds to eat the not very 
generally recognized article of diet 
aforesaid, in the shape of an elaborate 
apology. Metaphorically, he bumps his 
forehead upon the earth, and licks up 
the dust. Intensely disagreeable as it all 
is, there is no way of escaping it, and I 
have to receive it with what grace I may, 
and take some share in the amende. 

Fortunately, it is stopped by our 
reaching the hall, where the professor 
is laying down the law to a group of 
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enthusiasts, amongst whom is noticeably 
the duchess, who hangs upon his words 
as if they were worth untold gold. 
Small wonder if there is a perceptible 
tone of satisfaction in them. He has 
been distinguished all his life, almost 
since he left school, but in the fashion, 
never ! and now that step is accom- 
plished, or on the eve of so being. 

" It is immensely satisfactory, ladies 
and gentlemen," he is observing, "to 
notice the coincidence of the archi- 
tecture of this hall with the date of 
the licence to crenelate, granted by 
Henry the Third, which runs : * Ann 
R^g- 55- Radulphus de Raby lie' 
kernelare. Mansum manerii sui de 
Oakinghame Pudd.' 

This statement is received with 
acclaim on the principle most likely of 
the ignotum pro magnifico. 
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" Exceedingly humorous," murmurs 
Mrs. Splush approvingly. She throws 
up her eyes, scans the vaulting for 
some time, and finally ejaculates, 
*' Pinnacles ! " in a tone of profound 
satisfaction. 

But this orderly state of things is too 
good to last, and Violet Honoria, whose 
pent-up excitement can no longer be 
restrained, places herself at the head of 
a rebel party, and declares that she 
will do the honours of the house 
herself. Mr. Pucklechurch offers as 
attendant cavalier, and the opposition 
is fairly started. Doctor Baldry is a 
trifle prosy, and I cast in my lot with 
the majority, who secede, laughing, 
talking, and smoking, prepared to suck 
the orange dry, and to enjoy life to 
the uttermost. We go off, a rabble 
rout, through gardens, cellars, stair- 
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ways, and attics, heaven knows where, 
until our leaders bring us at last into 
the buttery; a huge ramshackle room 
of musty odour, at one end of which 
is a tumbledown piece of stone balus- 
trading. 

" Ladies and gentlemen," begins Mr. 
Pucklechurch, waving his umbrella 
grandiosely, " this screen, you will 
observe, is severely perpendicular." 

Here his coadjutor interrupts, that 
as there is not a straight line in it, 
this point cannot be accepted without 
further elucidation, and the audience 
evidently side with her. Mrs. Splush 
opines that the matter is one involving 
considerable humour, and hints that it 
is probably a " dodo," This our cicerone 
resents with heat, on the ground that 
"dodos are extinct." Mrs. Splush re- 
torts that '^they're coming in again," 
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when a mysterious scuffling is heard 
overhead, followed by a crash, and a 
shower of loose plaster. A rush for 
the door ensues, but when the dust 
clears, a strange weird object is dis- 
closed dangling from the ceiling. 

" Why, it s a leg ; a human leg ! " 
screams Violet, clapping her hands 
wildly. 

The crowd reassured by this astonish- 
ing discovery, press forward. The leg, 
a stout one, and certainly, human, is 
clothed in an old sidespring kid boot, 
with prominent tags, and its struggles 
are pitiful to witness: it twists and 
plunges without the slightest coyness 
as to the interest it excites below. I 
am sorry to say we cheer ! The noise 
above increases, and a second alarming 

ft 

cataract results ; the ceiling rocks, and 
a hail of plaster descends ; Mr. Puckle- 
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church, whose thirst for knowledge has 
led him rashly into danger, receives his 
quietus in the shape of a considerable 
portion of the ceiling. Another rush 
follows, the cloud again clears, and a 
yell of laughter bursts from Violet. 

" There's another leg, and they re not 
a pair ! " 

The enthusiasm elicited by this knows 
no bounds, and almost amounts to mad- 
ness. The second leg, which wears a 
stout highlow, much down-trodden at 
heel, and shows several inches of 
wrinkled grey stocking and black frayed 
trouser, behaves in a perfectly frantic 
way ; it writhes, gesticulates, and kicks 
towards its more stolid companion ; 
scatters the whitewash far and wide, 
coming deeper and deeper through at 
each struggle. 

" I do believe," shouts the child, 
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jumping three feet into the air, " it's the 
professor and the duch '* 

" Exceedingly humorous," breaks in 
Mrs. Splush, collapsing on to a stone 
bench. The scene becomes indescrib- 
able. 

** Mrs. Smijthe, how awful ! " I say ; 
*' suppose it had happened to us ! " 

" H'm ! " she replies mischievously, 
displaying an elaborately pointed toe, 
" I trust we should have come out of 
it rather better ; but for pity's sake go 
up and see what can be done." 

There is a movement to try and get 
to the loft. Never was a building so 
full of crooks and crannies surely. After 
losing my way in a network of stairs, 
I find myself blocked in the little room 
in which *we were before : there is no 
way higher unless it be by the chimney. 

I don't know why, but I have a 
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hankering after that chimney ; possibly, 
too, the loft might be got at from the 
roof; it is wide and temptingly easy ; 
probably unused for generations, there is 
no trace of grate or fire beneath, and 
square blocks project into it all the way 
up ; towards the top, however, it narrows, 
the foot stones are worn away, and in 
the crevices are some remains of antique 
soot It is somewhat laborious, and I 
finally decide I will not take to this as 
a profession. Panting, at last I thrust 
my head through the square at the top, 
into the cool fresh air. 

" Phew ! what a relief, I " 

"Good evening, Mr. Lessenden ; a 
charming view, and delightful breeze, 
isn't there. Did you bring your sketch 
book ? " 

No doubt about the voice ! Con- 
founded by the situation, and perfectly 
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out of breath, I am speechless. Slowly 
I turn my begrimed face round ; the 
chimney gives on to flat leads, sur- 
rounded by a battlement, on which sits 
I^dy Waverleigh, dressed in her habit, 
hat in hand, and tapping her foot with 
a whip. 

" Do you often do this sort of thing?'' 
she asks nonchalantly, looking round 
over the country below. " I should 
have thought it was out of your line." 

" Lady Waverleigh," I splutter at 
last, hoisting myself out, with the agility 
of an unprofessional acrobat, "how in 
the world did you get here ? " 

" Well, certainly not by the chimney," 
she laughs, "the steps are so much 
easier. You want dusting," she says, 
striking some of the superfluous soot 
from my sleeve with her whip ; " other- 
wise you don't look the worse for it." 
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" Tm not," I answer glumly. 

Silence, which she is the first to 
break. 

"Well, what are you going to do, 
now you have got me here ? " 

*' I — going to do ! — ^got you here ? " 
I repeat ; then with warmth, " Perhaps 
you'll show me the way down." 

"Oh, yes, rU show you the way 
down," she repeats after me in turn; 
"that's always easy. But come," she 
adds, linking her arm into mine ; " I 
don't mind * smuts,' let's be serious." 

" I am, painfully so; what do you 
want ? " I return, still sore, but relenting 
a bit. 

" I won't waste words ; I want a man 
to help me. I want you. Listen," she 
continues in a voice which commands 
attention, "and think twice before you 
refuse me; I can offer you an un- 
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exampled career. I want a clever, 
active, not too scrupulous man." 

" An accomplice, in fact ? ** 

*' That's a good word,** she laughs; 
" we might do anything together." 

" What do you offer ? " I ask, half- 
amazed, half-amused. 

" Everything— power." 

I snap my fingers. " What does that 
mean ? " 

" Social influence." 

" Too vague ; besides, my aspirations 
are more definite — higher." 

"Ah, yes," she replies carelessly ; " I 
forgot, youVe other tastes," and she 
glances to where the black mouth of 
the chimney yawns its ugly evidence 
against me. 

My irritation boils over. "What- 
ever my ideas," I go on hotly, " I 
don't think I shall be likely to place 
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my career in the hands of an old 



woman;" 



This shot tells home. She springs 
to her feet, biting the words under her 
breath, and confronts me at bay, half 
raising her arm as though she would 
use her whip, then drops it, and draws 
herself up stock-still. 

A flood of unwilling admiration over- 
whelms me. Her height appears 
gigantic, as she stands with flashing 
eyes, transfigured in the sunset, a 
fabulous creature; part god, part man, 
part woman; her hair knotted tight at 
the back of her small head, and massive 
throat, her strong Greek features set. 
Her shoulders square, the muscle flow- 
ing beneath the tight fitting sleeve, 
the deep chest, and noble arch of the 
heaving rib, of which the shadows ripple 
down to the slender hip, the powerful 
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thigh, sloping to the arched foot, on 
which the instep bone protrudes like a 
deformity; rather than the contours of 
a woman, these are the idealized shapes 
of an athlete, who has conquered sex« 
How could I have thought her any- 
thing but beautiful ? 

She takes her whip, and holding it 
horizontally across her, jerks it asunder 
in the middle. 

" Do as much," she says con- 
temptuously, flinging the thin end into 
my lap. 

•* I haven't practised it — ^it's all knack ; 
Lady Waverleigh, these heroics are 
thrown away ; I know nothing of the 
stage, and " 

" Have you the impudence to defy 
me ? " she exclaims fiercely ; " take 
care ! " 

" Come, come," I answer, with an 



« -^ >> 



ONE OF •* US. 95 

vineasy feeling that I have to deal with 
a lunatic. 

" I give you fair warning," she raves, 
losing her control. "As I can make 
you, I can unmake you ; I can turn 
your life into a burden, your friends into 
foes, your love into hatred ; I can spread 
a blight over your path, a curse " 

I laugh scornfully. 

** * Never was heard such a terrible curse ! 
But what gave rise To no little siurprise, 
Nobody seem'd one penny the worse ! * 

*' Fiddlesticks, my dear madam ; give 
me a nightmare to begin with, or a fit 
of indigest " 

" You mean to defy me, then ? '' with 
yet a shade of irresolution in her 
manner. 

"With all my heart." 

The passion of her eyes changes, and 
becomes fixed ; I would speak again, 
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but my tongue seems tied as I watch 
her. The sun has set— it is growing 
suddenly, unaccountably dark, I can 
hardly distinguish anything ; — it is 
horribly cold 

''I— I What's this?" 

♦ « ♦ « « 

Kynaston is bending over me ; a tone 
of affectionate anxiety in his voice. 
" Good heavens, Lessenden ! you'll 
catch your death of cold, man ; what a 
place for a nap. How in the world did 
you get here ? They're all gone, and 
IVe been looking everywhere for you 
for the last half-hour." 

I sit up and shiver. " I — I — that is, 
I was very tired," I stammer, trying 
to collect my scattered senses. The 
moon is well up, and by its light I see 
a smile cross his lips. 

'' All right," he says. '< Take my arm ; 
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IVe got the cart below. You know 
we've to dine out." 

My head and heart throb uncomfort- 
ably. Could it have been the '92 ? It 
is some time before I can remember at 
all what occurred ; and when I do, I 
am only the more puzzled. 

" I think you'd better make my apolo- 
gies. I don't feel up to it." 

"My dear fellow, you must come 
and see me through ; the drive will do 
you good. Besides, if you like, we'll go 
and look up my old friend, McFoulan, 
who came with me in the yacht once as 
surgeon ; he's with the Nth now, and 
will give you a 'pick me up' if you 
want it." 

I accede reluctantly. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Two hours later we stand before the 
door of the doctor's quarters. Kynaston 
taps and goes in. 

" Hullo ! " roars a stentorian voice, 

" who the deuce- Why, I declare. 

Well, upon my soul — ha ! ha ! ha ! " 
(whatever the joke is, I am out" of it). 
**Well, this is charming; but who've 
you brought with you ? Delighted to see 
you, my dear sir; perfectly delighted. 
Where's my servant ? Here, Smith ! " 
The echoes ring out through the silent 
square. 

No response. 

" Smith ! Smythe ! " The very win- 
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dow frames rattle. '* D that fellow ! 

The barrack master changed his name 
from Smith to Smythe last week to 
please his wife, and now this beggar 
thinks he'll do the same, and won't 
answer unless you call him with a y — 
curse his impudence ! " 

Here the gentleman in question, a 
grizzled old soldier, with a wooden ex- 
pression of face, comes in, and standing 
strictly at attention, asks meekly, '' Did 
you 'appen to call, sir ? " 

" Call ! " roars the doctor, advancing 
a step, and looking very much as if 
he would hurl him out of the open 
window. " Oh no, you beauty ; I just 
asked if you would be likely to be at 
home next Sunday. Here, go and get 
some sherry and bitters." 

I have time at this juncture to cast 
an eye over my new friend. He is a 
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little, red, thick-set, bristly individual, 
and ' he hath a merry eye.' That he is 
oppressively healthy and aggressively 
robust, no one can doubt who looks at 
him ; and I hear afterwards that he 
hails from Dublin ; but I believe the 
McFoulans are a family sprinkled pretty 
well through the wide world. Just at 
this moment, having begun to dress, or 
rather undress, he is a trifle cUcollet^ ; 
but the fact does not appear to prey 
upon his mind. 

" By the way," says Kynaston, break- 
ing the ice, "we're a little early." 

" Not a bit of it." 

"We're rather early," repeats he, 
"and I ventured to bring my friend 
Lessenden." 

" Quite right, too," rejoins the doctor, 
towelling himself vigorously ; " the more 
the merrier." 
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" No, but," persists Kynaston, " he's 
not very well, and I thought you *' 

" Not very well. Ha, ha, ha ! " laughs 
the surgeon, looking round from the 
wash-handstand, and suspending opera- 
tions for a second, while his features 
compose themselves into a pretence of 
gravity. " Not very well ; then he's a 
very lucky fellow, that's all I can say ; " 
and he resumes with a splash. 

Now not to enter into the obvious 
fun of the thing would be churlish. 
" Explain," I break in, with a hollow 
smile, " how I am so favoured ? " 

"Well," he replies, "look at me;" 
and he turns round and thumps half an 
acre of chest in a way that calls to mind 
the big drum. " Look at me, sir. I 
can't have a pain in my stomach without 
having a board of officers to sit upon 
me ; and even then run a great risk of 
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being condemned as unfit for service. 
Now you, you can go and be as ill as 
you like — you gentlemen who live at 
ease — and not a soul will interfere with 
you ; that's my idea of the liberty of the 
subject." 

" Admitted," I urge, thinking it rather 
a good time to bring on my case, " that 
we are a privileged race ; just now I 
should take interference rather gladly 
than otherwise, specially from a safe 
quarter ; the fact is, I am a little out of 
sorts." 

" Ha ! " he answers, very gravely. 
" Do you ever take Enos fruit salt ?" 

" Often ; but I doubt whether that 
would quite apply here. I had an odd 
sort of seizure to-day, giddiness, palpi- 
tation " 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " laughs he good- 
naturedly, hooking his mess-waistcoat 
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down the front, "you remind me of a 
very excellent story, a capital story. 
Let me see your tongue." 

I readily comply. 

" Well, then, you must know we were 
lying at Ballymoolee at the time" — 
my spirit touches zero at a bound 
— "and there, living in a little cottage 
by herself, was the neatest thing in 
widows you'd chance to meet in a 
day's walk, who was very far gone on 
Tom Grigglesby of ours. You re- 
member Tom ? " (to Kynaston) — " the 
dog ! Well, Tom was off and on ; one 
day he'd make love to her like a 
windmill in the equinox, and another 
devil a bit would he even so much as 
look at her at all, and the result was 
that she began to pine away, and at 
last gave herself out as being very ill. 
One evening a message was brought in 
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to me that she was taken worse, and 
wanted to see me at once. ' What is it, 
Biddy ? ' says I, going out to the maid. 
''Tis heart, sir, savin' yer honours 
pardon,' says she. ' Begad ! I thought 
as much,' says I. * Lead on.' We 
reached the house, and went in, and 
were going upstairs, when I noticed 
a mighty commotion in the place. * Is 
it a steam-engine ye have domesticated 
in the kitchen,' says I to the maid, * or 
a factory next door, or what ? ' * Sorra 
a bit,' says she. 'What's that pump- 
ing ? ' says I. ' 'Tis the missus,' says 
she. ' Gad ! she'll be loosening the 
foundations,' says I. Well, gentlemen, 
in I went, and sure enough, the poor 
widow was very bad with the palpita- 
tions, as she called 'em ; and at every 
beat of her heart you might hear the 
china rattle in the pantry down below ; 
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and the medicine bottles on the table 
were frisking like wine glasses after an 
inspection dinner. * Let me feel your 
pulse, marm/ says I, stretching out 
my hand. ' Ah, doctor dear, ye mustn't 
do that,' says she, pouting. * It's Tom 
himself would never forgive ye if ye 
laid a finger on me. Arra now, be 
sinsible, and take the toime from the 
bed-post.' Of course I had to do as 
I was told, but when things get to that 
pitch it's rather serious, and I says 
as much to the widdy. ' Ah, doctor 
dearest,' says she, blushin', ' I was 
afraid it was. Do you think,' says 
she, looking up sideways under the frill 
of her nightcap, ' you could make Tom 
think the same ? ' Well, sir, I owed 
Tom a grudge. I confess it ; he was 
always crossing my path ; so I pro- 
mised, with a little show of hesitation 
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just for form's sake. They were 
married withia the week ; and to prove 
her gratitude she always gives me a 
week's shooting (over Tom's ground) 
regular as September itself. Ha ! ha ! 
ha ! " he laughs as he finishes up, pull- 
ing on one of his long boots. " Gad ! 
I must get some more varnish for 
these. But, by the powers, I suppose 
yours is nothing of that kind, eh ? " 

" No," I say, forced to be amused, as 
I see Kynaston is. " No, not quite so 
bad." 

" You're sure ? " 

" Quite." 

" Then," he says, meditatively, " a 
' Cockle ' is what you want. How many 
will you have.^ One will do very fairly; 
two will do more ; three will make a 
perfect cure of you. Here, I'll send my 
servant in a jiffy ; he's a capital fellow ; 
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really understands a thing of that kind 
at a glance ; an A i man, sir." 

" I remember," he begins, raising his 
voice afresh, " we were on the march, 
crossing the plains between Bellochee 
and Budge Budge, and my fellow had 
charge of the medicine-chest. I found 
I could trust him implicitly, and took 
little thought of it myself. We had 
been out nearly a week, and . so . far 
everything had gone well, not a single 
case of sickness had we had ; and I 
assure you I had almost forgotten my 
professional existence, when one morn- 
. ing I woke up to find myself prostrated 
by what appeared to be a violent attack 
of cholera. I had scarcely convinced 
myself of the fact, when half a dozen 
servants came running in to demand my 
services for their masters. It was the 
deuce and all. The colonel exhibited 
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symptoms of tetanus ; the senior major, 
who was a teetotaller, had started pre- 
monitory ' D. T.' ; the junior, a most 
abstemious man, showed unmistakable 
evidences of suppressed gout ; while 
the senior captain had succumbed to un- 
doubted preliminaries of water on the 
brain; and so on pretty well all down 
the list. 

" You may imagine the hullabaloo. 
I never was so confounded in all my 
life, for devil a one was the same or 
anything like his neighbour. I could 
hardly crawl, and the first thing I did 
was to call for my servant to fetch the 
chest, and give him a few prescriptions, 
beginning with one for myself. ' And 
what is it you* re suffVin' from ? ' says 
he, looking rather confused, and taking 
out a pencil and paper. ' The cholera,' 
says I, 'bad scram to it' 'The Lord 
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be praised/ says he piously, making 
a note on the paper. * They were 
Cockles.' 'What's that youVe got 
there, you scoundrel ? ' says I. * Show 
it here.' * Nothin', sir,' says he, getting 
mighty uneasy in his look. *Give it 
here, you rascal,' says I, snatching it 
out of his hand. He goes down on 
his marrow bones with a flop. *The 
saints forgive me,' says he. * I did it 
for the best, yer honour.' * What do 
you mean?' says I, looking at the 
paper. There were all our names 
down in a line, and opposite mine was 
written, ' Cockles ? i doz.' * I was 
obliged to give 'em pretty strong to 
make sure. Have mercy on me,' says 
he, blubbering. 'Explain,' says I in 
a voice of thunder. ' Sure, sir/ says he, 
as well as he could between his sobs, 
'the medicine-chest fell off the camel's 
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back yesterday, and all the bottles was 
broke, and the medicines mixed up, and 
it was all last evenin' I was separatin' 
of 'em, and preparin' the doses to make 
certain which was which ; and it was 
mighty troublesome to get yer honour 
to take yours at all with the anchovy 
toast before you went to bed last night, 
and by the same token it's a mercy, 
perhaps, that yer honour did leave some 
of it, or It's rejoicin' wi' the cherubim 
yer honour might be at this moment' 
' You infernal scoundrel,' says I, dragging 
my revolver from its holster, 'say your 
prayers, for by the Lord Harry you've 
not much time to spare.' ' Booh ! ' 
cries he, ' mercy, mercy ! ' But before 
I could draw the trigger, providentially 

I went off in a dead faint and " 

Here a bugle tootles with startling 
effect just outside the window. 
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" Whew ! " ejaculates the gallant 
officer, pouring some eau de cologne 
on his handkerchief, " there's the last 
bugle. We shall be late. Now will 
you have the pills ? " 

" Well, thank you, your story has 
had a wonderful effect on me. I 
think rU have some dinner first, at 
any rate." 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! that's right. No fee, 
my dear sir." And we enter the ante- 
room together. Ticehurst is upon the 
threshold to receive us, and the first 
object I perceive is the head and 
shoulders of our American friend, tower- 
ing above the rest. Spider-like, he has 
secured his victim, and, having driven 
him into a corner, is having it all his 
own way. 

" It's only the colonel," says Tice- 
hurst, following my glance. " It'll do 
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him good. He'll know what it is now 
to be jammed into a corner, and spat 
upon, and have an ugly fist shaken 
within half an inch of his nose. He's 
always doing it to other fellows, and 
when the Yankee came in he tried it 
on as usual. The struggle was short ; 
the colonel began to back inch by 
inch, retaining enough of his soldier- 
like qualities to avoid the window in 
his retreat. I hope it will be a lesson 
to him." 

The little man must have done well, 
considering their relative sizes ; the 
warrior's head is not much above the 
level of that aggressive portion of the 
American's person, before referred to 
as his waistcoat. 

" Ah ! Spavington, how d'ye do ? 
How s the mare ? " 

Mr. Cooly jerks me a good-natured 
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nod of patronage from the other end 
of the room, and we file in to dinner. 

Ticehurst waves me an introduction 
to my neighbour as we get our places. 
" Morgan Llewellyn Mostyn Gryfydd-ap- 
Jones, of Cwmtrepenchroggan," * whis- 
pers he in my ear ; " supposed to be 
a Welshman, and certified the second 
senior subaltern in the British army ; 
is descended from the Trojans who first 
colonized his parish, and is further cal- 
culated to be nearly as old as his own 
ancestors ; having some ten years more 
service than our late colonel; an ex- 
guardsman, is a very decent fellow in 
spite of it all, though he does grumble 
infernally." 

Mr. Ap-Jones is the remnant of what 
was once " a fine figure of a man ; " but 

* A very simple and euphonious name, if only 
pronounced properly. Coomtre-penchroan. 
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hard work in all quarters of the globe, 
and the various little amenities of the 
service, have left their mark upon him, 
and hope deferred together with pro- 
motion, is stamped on his face. He has 
reached that point, when a man can no 
longer be really grateful for any good 
fortune ; it comes too late. Bronzed, 
weather-beaten, and slightly bent, his 
hair very thin and almost grey, of un- 
certain age, and, to judge by the lines 
on his face, of a temper to match, his 
appearance is withal not unattractive 
or unsoldier-like ; indeed, much the 
reverse. 

*' I don't think you know our friend 
AUsop over there," says Ticehurst, in- 
terrupting my reflections. '* He's .the 
sapper who's attached to us, or, as I 
believe he puts it, that we're attached 
to. There he is nearly opposite, the 
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washed-out looking man with gold spec- 
tacles. He's Ap- Jones's pet aversion; 
the two fight like tom-cats. AUsop is 
supposed to be the coming man. The 
fact is, they're both representative 
types ; Jones of the old style, AUsop 
of the new ; and they won't easily 
assimilate. He's a staff college man, 
and far too elevated for any of the 
mere regimental drudgery, in which 
Jones has passed nearly a quarter of 
a century." 

Lieutenant Allsop, R.E., is a contrast 
to his neighbours. His face is desti- 
tute of hair, and that on his head is 
very long and very straight. His linen, 
although I must admit its scrupulous 
snowiness, is woefully frayed at the 
edges; the stud-holes of his shirt-front 
have worn so large, that nothing will 
stay in them ; and it stands open on 
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his not very manly bosom, in a peculiar 
and rather indelicate way. 

*'Does he always wear those goggles?" 
I ask with some curiosity. 

" Ah ! thereby hangs a tale," laughs 
my friend. " They appeared in general 
orders after last inspection. Fact is, 
that by some prodigious and undue 
exercise of his authority, the general 
commanding managed to get AUsop 
and his men on to parade. It was a 
fine hot day in July, and as luck would 
have it, the general took up his posi- 
tion at the saluting point with his back 
to the sun. The companies came on, 
and with them AUsop in his specs. 
At the proper point down goes his 
sword, and he turns his lamps point 
blank on the general, the full blaze 
of the sunlight focussing in them at 
once. The effect was as if a shell had 
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dropped. The staff scattered like chaff, 
horses kicked and plunged, and the 
general himself was flung on to his 
pommel, and swore for ten minutes 
without stopping. Poor A. never heard 
the last of it, and the goggles are 
tabooed upon full-dress parades. He 
really isn't a bad fellow," says my in- 
formant, gazing across at the unconscious 
object, who is just now immersed in his 
soup, "and he is so superhumanly 
harmless." 

" Ah ! ha ! " laughs Mr. Jones, joining 
in, for this last remark was very audible. 

Ticehurst winks. " Jones has risen ; 
I knew he would," he whispers. 

"You're about right there," observes 
Mr. Jones. 

" Though, I must admit, he played 
the dickens in India," goes on Tice- 
hurst. 
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** How was that ? *' 

" Allsop happened to be quartered at 
the same place that we were. We had 
been there nearly two years, and there 
were very general complaints about the 
regiment, for, though we had done our 
share in the entertainment of the station, 
not one man had fallen victim to the 
charms of the spinsters of the place — 
a thing, I believe," he adds with an 
air of pride, " unexampled in the annals 
of the service. Now, there was one 
lady, the wife of the local commissioner 
— *the Sleuth,' as we used to call her, 
because of the way she hunted down 
her men — blessed with several daughters, 
certainly of marriageable age, who fixed 
upon Allsop as her quarry, and set to 
work in earnest. It seems that he had 
been fortunate enough to secure one of 
the young ladies as a partner at a dance 
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we gave, and that she took him up 
afterwards and introduced him to all her 
family then and there. Among them 
was a big brother, whose drooping 
moustache proved that he was no man 
to be lightly trifled with. This brother 
took on the spot a prodigious, and, 
some people hinted, most unaccountable 
liking to our friend, who was not a 
little flattered by it. They dined to- 
gether next day, and in a short time 
became inseparable. But it fell out 
that, whenever AUsop had been in the 
house ten minutesi, the brother was 
called away, and he found himself tHe- 
ci-tete with his former partner. This 
went on for some time, when he began 
to grow unhappy, and one day ventured 
to excuse himself his usual visit. After 
dinner that same night, as he was enjoy- 
ing a cigarette, in comes the brother. 
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dreadfully cut up, accuses him of wish- 
ing to quarrel with his old friends, and 
appears altogether so much hurt, that 
AUsop acknowledges himself to have 
been a brute, begs his forgiveness, and 
assures him, with tears in his eyes, 
he meant nothing of the kind. The 
brother melts upon the spot, and though 
it is getting late, what can our friend do 
but see him home. The drawing-room 
on their arrival is found deserted, save 
for the disconsolate lady, who is on the 
sofa in a suspiciously becoming dress. 
They have hardly sat down, when the 
brother hears a noise in the compound, 
and rushes out to see what it is. What- 
ever it was, it was sufficiently important 
to make him forget to come back ; and, 
after an uneasy half-hour, AUsop pleads 
an excuse and slips away too. But 
henceforth, the thing is looked upon as 
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settled, for by some mysterious process 
every one seems to know of this par- 
ticular evening ; and like a knell the 
first congratulation rings in his ears. 
He is so overwhelmed at hearing the 
case put into words, that he stares at 
his well-wisher, unable to answer, and 
very considerately the latter goes away. 
His last chance is gone, and it is with 
some surprise he finds he is not in 
orders for it that evening. After this, 
he grew very silent and reserved, and 
dined nearly every night with the 
family. The end shows how our weak- 
ness is sometimes our strength. He 
was seated, as usual, one evening at the 
hospitable board, swallowing his soup 
in sorrow, and paying little attention 
to the endearments that were flying 
about him, when all of a sudden his 
nervous system collapsed, and, dropping 
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his spoon, he burst out into a roar, 
exclaiming 'he was very sorry, and he 
never meant it, and he didn't want to 
be married,' and here he sobbed bitterly. 

"No words can describe the scene 

that ensued. Mrs. had just time 

and presence of mind to lay open the 
back of his head with a dish-cover, 
before she fell down in a fit. She is 
now in the padded ward of a lunatic 
asylum. I know no more ; nor, I fancy, 
does he. His mind wanders if the 
subject is ever referred to. But he was 
found early next morning, on a rubbish 
heap, more dead than alive.^' 

"Well, well," I laugh, "it is some- 
thing that he should have lived to 
tell the story, or, at any rate, to have 
it told of him. I suppose he has 
eschewed the sex ever since." 

" Bah ! " puts in Mr. Jones ; " he s 
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been engaged ever since. Some fellows 
don't deserve their luck. He began 
it again the moment he got into the 
plains, and, as the place is not naturally 
suited to that sort of thing, was eternally 
throwing up earthworks, on the latest 
scientific principles, to secure privacy 
for himself and his beloved." 

" He's the new sort, I suppose ? " 
I throw out as a feeler. 

" Bah ! To be a successful soldier 
nowadays one must be a penny-a-liner, 
a cheap photographer, and an artist, 
if it be only a tenth-rate one. When 
I joined we had different ideas, and 
they suited me better." 

" The press, certainly " 

» 

" D the press, sir ! is what I 

say. Even if a man under a pseudonym 
does not write the account of his own 
doings, as many of the new lot do, the 
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truckling to ^*our own correspondent/ 
will secure for him what scores of bril- 
liant exploits, and long, useful services 
never will. The first thing, on arrival 
at the scene of action, is to look up 
the press people, to offer one a cigar, 
another a light; to flatter the artist 
fellows by pretending you understand 
their daubs, and to listen while some 
cockney scribbler gives you his views 
on the campaign. These half-dozen 
friendly, your work is done. In a fort- 
night's time your name is a household 
word all over Europe, and the first 
skirmish brings you practically, though 
not actually, to the front, in this style. 
We will suppose your name is Browne ; 
mine, as you know, is Jones. 

" ' At the first sign of the engagement, 
we passed along towards a more secure 
standpoint in the rear, whence we could 
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survey at ease the scene below. We 
found the ground already occupied by 
Lieutenant Br — wne, with two companies 
of the 169th.' (Mark the ingenuity 
displayed in the suppression of the ' o ' 
in Browne, how it excites the curiosity, 
which it is on the verge of gratifying.) 
To go on : ' Young in years, but old in 
experience, the name of this officer is 
already in the mouth of the public, and 
we are much mistaken if it is not better 
and wider known before many days 
have elapsed. As the dropping of 
musketry commenced over the distant 
plain, an aide-de-camp, covered with dust 
and splashed with mire, spurred up the 
hill to where we stood. It was with 
a sparkle in his clear grey eye, a 
lightening over his clear-cut features, and 
a firmer grasp on the hilt of his sword, 
that the gallant Br — wne received his 
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orders, to wait there upon the lonely 
hillside, and guard, if it need be, at the 
sword-point, the train of waggons which 
lay heaped in rear of the camp. 

« ♦ « « « 

" * We had a splendid view from the 
hill. The first two companies received 
a somewhat severe handling, and the 
action threatened to become serious, 
but the enemy gradually withdrew from 
their outposts, and no further advance 
was made on our side. Lieutenant 
Br — wne was at my side, in front of his 
company the whole time, nor could he 
be prevailed upon to return to the rear, 
though I frequently begged him to do 
so, urging that I would do it myself if 
I could only see from thence. He 
invariably refused, saying at last, with 
some impatience, " Tm blowed if I 
do ! " ' (It is these little homely touches 
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that fetch the British public.) 'A list 
of casualties appears' in another column.' 
" What is the result ? The account 
of the affair, together with a telling 
sketch, the joint production of yourself 
and the * special,' goes home, and as you 
had every facility for a good view, it 
is comprehensive, and is quoted and 
copied everywhere. The week after, a 
picture of you, Browne, (in full), appears 
in one of the illustrated papers. You 
lean on a broken gun-carriage, under 
your foot is one of the enemy's 
standards ; the smoke of burning villages 
in the distance, and a few squadrons of 
retreating cavalry, mark where your 
path has been. After this, it is not 
easy to stop. Enthusiasm knows no 
bounds. Unborn children are called 
after you, and V.C.'s, C.B.'s, and other 
alphabetical distinctions, are a mere 
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matter of time. But I am forgetting 
myself; and very naturally, too, under 
such circumstances. 

" I, Jones, was told off to lead one of 
those front companies, that received such 
a * severe handling;' my eye sparkled 
at the order quite as much as yours 
did, I suspect. Probably, I grasped my 
sword-hilt as firmly as did you yours ; 
but there was no reporter by, and if 
there had been I should have felt that 
a soldier had other things to attend to 
than to make himself agreeable to him. 
Certainly my name appears in the list 
of casualties ; but as nothing further is 
mentioned, it has an empty sound, and 
no one, except my immediate relatives 
and friends, know or care to hear more. 
Tve seen the whole thing, sir, over and 
over again ; it's sickening ! And as for 
the ranks, it's worse. Tommy Atkins 
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has been taught to read and write, 
and, in consequence, the service papers 
are filled up and running over with 
his imaginary grievances, couched in 
barrack-room English, which is scarcely 
the spirit one cares to see among British 
soldiers. Fancy the old sort writing 
to the papers ! All late legislation for 
the army has been based on one 
principle. The soldier is expensive, 
valuable, and difficult to replace. The 
officer is a drug in the market. Treat 
them accordingly. Out of a thousand 
take one instance. 

"It is a blazing Indian noontide ; 
all nature sleeps; even the birds and 
butterflies are still ; the natives lie prone 
in the dust, under the shadow of some 
friendly wall, and a silence like death 
breathes over the whole of the vast 
peninsula. ' Stay ! there is a sound. 

VOL. II. K 
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One living thing, at least, is found hardy- 
enough to brave the deadly rays. Per- 
chance he bears a charmed life, or 
shares the nature of the salamander ? 
You look in some curiosity. It is 
nothing: the orderly officer, going his 
rounds, that's all. Any horny old 
soldier who dared to show his nose out- 
side, would be on the spot imprisoned 
and punished. Then there's the pay. 
The soldiers has been doubled and 
quadrupled ; the officer's, instituted at 
its present rate early in the last century, 
when it was on a very fair scale, has 
never been increased, and now represents 
perhaps a fourth of what it did." 

It is a strange anomaly in the service, 
that its chief upholders are the men 
who understand their grievances best ; 
and this strikes me very forcibly, as I 
listen to Lieutenant Jones. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

•' Come, come/' exclaims Ticehurst, " this 
is much too serious, drop ' shop ' ; change 
the conversation, or listen to Bludyer 
laying^ down the law on the new form 
of attack." 

" Who's Bludyer ? and why do you 
talk about dropping * shop,* and suggest 
my listening to his ideas on the form 
of attack ? " 

" Oh, he*s a * medico ' ; we don't call 
it * shop ' when he talks it" 

"Do you mean that fierce looking 
man with a Roman nose and huge 
moustache, who speaks with a kind of 
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fiery lisp, and is just describing how 
* our fellows ' got into Lucknow ? I 
was listening to him, and have been 
quite under the impression that he led 
the onslaught." 

'* Yes," laughs Ticehurst, ** with some 
bread crumbs. Look, he's got the whole 
affair arranged on the cloth, but as for 
being there, why, he wasn't breeched 
at the time ! " 

*'We should never have done it, but 
nine out of the ten guns burst before 
we got up to the battery," comes across 
....** only his little finger was found, 
and that was with difficulty recognized 
by the signet-ring ; one very much like 
my own," etc. 

We have had no telegrams yet ; at 
the head of the table sits Spavington, 
serene, silent, mysterious, wrapped in 
his own thoughts ; his face seen in the 
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full light is extraordinarily plain, but, 
like many plain faces, full of character ; 
his hair is red, and his complexion 
spotty, yet he's a man who cannot walk 
into a rooni without going up to a glass, 
and examining his confounded freckles 
in it. They tell a story against him 
that one day when out tiger-shooting 
in India, he fell as the brute sprang 
forward, but with 'great pluck turned 
and looked her full in the face; for a 
moment she stood aghast, then fled 
howling with her tail among her legs 
into the bush. His mere position is 
full of romantic interest, as the sporting 
captain of the regiment. What volumes 
this implies ! and I take the opportunity 
of gathering particulars of the career 
which has achieved it. 

''It has been a hard struggle, but 
somehow or other he has done it," 
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admits his friend, "and the women at 
any rate believe in him. After he first 
joined us, and found that he must take 
up something, he cast about him, and 
tried in succession, billiards, the ladies, 
and army- telegraphy, without much re- 
sult ; when the regimental ' whip ' sud- 
denly left. There was an undoubted 
vacancy ready for him, so into it he 
stepped with a neat trap, and by no 
means bad piece of horseflesh. 

*' His first essay was unsuccessful. 
He crossed the barrack-yard in safety, 
but an attempt to drive through the 
wicket (for he did not or qould not wait 
for the gate to be opened) failed; the 
liorse got through and one fore-wheel, 
but the rest remained inside, where it 
became rather mixed. Spavington him- 
self tried a fly over the top, but he and 
some iron spikes had a difference, and 
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he stayed there to try and settle it, and 
was eventually taken down inside and 
put to bed, where he remained for a 
week. The fracture of a bone and 
dislocation of a limb or two, would have 
stopped most men ; to him it added 
zest. In. a fortnight he was able to 
get about again, with the help of a 
crutch, and the first thing he did was to 
write out a cheque for barrack damages ; 
for the gate-post was disjointed, and the 
spikes at the top were seriously injured. 
The second, for by this time he had 
realized what he was in for, was to send 
out letters soliciting tenders for the 
supply of traps, with the N.B., 'The 
lowest will be accepted.' Eventually it 
was settled at £<^ gs. the trap, on 
condition that the wreckage should be 
handed over to the owner on each 
9ccasion, and before many days, we 
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again saw Spavington defile before the 
mess-room windows, got up in a style 
which admitted of no discussion. Cer- 
tainly the vehicle was not much to boast 
of, still it was one, and it had wheels ; 
and the turn-out was not unimposing, 
as by offers of, it was said, untold gold, 
he had persuaded one of the bravest 
of the regiment (a V.C. man) to be 
his groom, and had dressed him up in 
livery with a cockade in his hat. 

" This time the gates were wide open, 
and after one or two turns, to excite 
our admiration, he drove off towards it, 
but the horse had not forgotten the 
last occasion, if his master had ; the 
moment he saw it, he swerved violently, 
and took another turn at perhaps fifty- 
two miles an hour round the square. 
Spavington pulled him up with difficulty, 
and proceeded to try him again, but 



ONE OF "US." 137 

With rather more caution. They got 
within five yards, and stopped dead ; 
the driver tried coaxing in vain, and 
finally the whip. The horse replied 
then and there by kicking the trap to 
pieces, which was not a matter of great 
difficulty, for the contractor afterwards 
allowed that it had been on the road 
since 181 5. The two occupants rose 
like a brace of birds, making their exit 
on different sides, ' Gad, you know,' 
gasped our Jehu, feebly blinking, as we 
laid him on the ante-room sofa, * I shall 
have to contract for horses as well, if 
this goes on.' Sure enough he did, and 
the next time he started, it was outside 
the gate. 

" The new nag proved incapable of 
any mischief, beyond going dead lame 
if it was ever taken out of a walk ; 
and for a time our anxieties were 
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allayed ; but this partial success merely 
suggested further ones, and without 
breathing a word to a soul, he started 
a tandem with the ill-matched pair. 
On the day in question, I was out walk- 
ing with one of our fellows ; when at 
the foot of a hill, where the road turned, 
we heard the sound of wheels coming at 
a furious pace. * Heaven help you 
round the corner,' yelled a well-known 
voice, ' for I can't' The next minute, 
accompanied with a loose mile-stone 
and two yards of hedge-bank, the 
tandem rounded the turn. 

" How the wheeler and the leader 
were ever separated I never knew. 
When I saw them, the one was on the 
top of the other, and the carriage on the 
top of them both ; the wheels spinning 
in air with the whirr of fifty steam 
engines. Spavington settled in the next 
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field in a sitting posture ; luckily the 
field was plough. Here I found him, 
holding on like grim death to about 
eighteen inches of reins. * I got 'em 
well in hand, old chap/ said he, making 
a faint effort to urge on imaginary 
steeds, from which I concluded that he 
must have been trying a little flying 
powder. * All right,' I answered, * but 
what have you done with your servant ? ' 
for I did not see the man in the air or 
elsewhere. * Ah ! ' he replied, passing 
his hand dubiously over his forehead, 
' Queshun is, what's he done with 
me ? ' and he wagged his head ; ' fernal 
shaking'sh.' 

" It seems the man had been practising 
for weeks a short and efficacious method 
of letting himself out behind at the 
slightest alarm. Even this breakdown, 
however, did not shake Spavington's 
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resolve, and when we found this, a 
standing regimental handicap was insti- 
tuted. Every man had a road, or 
portion of it told off to him, and in 
whoever*s district the smash came, he 
won that day's sweep. The affair came 
off on an average about three or four 
times a month ; he usually chose a 
windy day because of the additional 
effect of the clouds of dust ; and as he 
once remarked, driving in the wind 
gave one such a capital colour. The 
game went on merrily for some time, 
until having one day, without authority, 
removed a turnpike gate, he received 
a hint from the parish authorities, and 
a few well chosen words from the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals. After this he thought 
better of it, and has since confined 
himself entirely to horse-flesh." 
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Such IS his story as It reaches me, 
** mellowed " by time. 

** He's been far more successful in his 
new line," continues Ticehurst. "He 
was quite unfitted for the other by 
nature, for he has nerves like the 
strings of a fiddle with the pegs loose, 
and about as much muscular power as 
a valetudinarian oyster ; but at horse- 
dealing he is, in my opinion, un- 
equalled. The week before last he 
had a sale, and got rid of an old bay 
horse, whose lips would scarcely close 
over his teeth, and who might very 
likely have died of old age before he 
could reach the nearest stable. Well, 
sir," says Ticehurst, warming at the 
recollection, "he introduced him to the 
assembled crowd as a ' man-eater.' 
Four men led him in, each with an 
expression in his face worth a five- 
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pound-note. It is generally believed 
that his neck and flanks had been 
well lathered with soap-suds, they were 
very white ; and that each of his at- 
tendants held in his hand a darning 
needle, which he seized the opportunity 
of introducing occasionally. At any 
rate the poor old brute would give a 
wheezy snort now and again, cock one 
ear, perhaps flick his tail, and the four 
men would scatter to the four winds, 
until one braver than the rest would 
come up, and lay hold of him again, 
keeping him well at arm's length, with 
a white face and streaming forehead. 
Report goes so far as to say, that at 
a certain word the horse had been 
taught to back and lift his hind leg ; 
and when he did so, fear is such an 
infectious thing, that all the bystanders 
skedaddled. He fetched a very fair 
price for stock purposes." 
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Ticehurst's stories lose nothing in the 
telling. 

" Another lot, a little under-bred 
animal which he had chanced on for 
about as many shillings, went for 
eighty pounds. He had groomed him 
up, hogged his mane, and advertized 
him as a * polo pony.' " 

" Gentlemen, the Queen ; Mr. Vice, 
the Queen." 

We rise to the toast, and the band 
strikes up, which renders conversation 
a matter of some difficulty. Presently 
with the overture to " Semiramide " 
comes a lull, and Ap-Jones breaks 
in — 

" Now," he says, "talking of luck and 
the services, do you see that little naval 
man at the far end of the table, with 
four rows of medals ? " 

" Yes. How on earth did he manage 
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to get so many together in these piping 
times ? " 

" It's just this, wherever there's been 
anything to do, that man has been 
there to do it, and he's about the best 
fist at a story I know ; he's on one 
now. Come up a peg or two, and 
you'll hear it." 

The band plays low, and we listen. 

" Well, gentlemen," he begins, " what 
I have to tell is not long but strong, as 
the song has it. We were lying off the 
Yahoo Islands, and ashore was a wing 
of the Qth. A' pretty spot it was, and 
a favourite quarter with the married 
officers. 

" One night a deuce of a hurricane 
came on, and the next morning, as was 
usual in those parts, the reefs were 
strewed with wrecks — boats, wherries, 
etc. — and among them was a big brig, 
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a fine craft, which went to pieces, laden 
as full as she could hold with chairs and 
tables, all packed in separate pieces. It 
was a great sight to see the debris 
float into the bay, and everybody turned 
out to get what they could of it. Duty 
kept me aboard, and I did not go 
ashore till the afternoon, when the ebb 
had carried what there was left of it 
out again, and I had quite forgotten 
the matter, when I met a blue jacket 
being marched along between two 
marines. ' Halt ! ' said I, for the man 
had a good character, and was evidently 
soben ' What is it ? ' ' Skylarking, 
sir,' replied one of the escort, ' and broke 
one of the colonel's arms. ' Skylarking ! * 
repeated I with some emphasis. ' Clap 
the fellow in irons. By Gemini!' and 
I hurried on along the beach, in a nice 
state of. mind, towards the colonels 
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quarters, when who should I see a few 
yards before me, but his wife, looking 
for shells, or something, mighty intently. 
' Good morning, marm,' said I, coming 
up very flurried, and making a low 
bow. * I hope the col—— ' ' Oh, 
Captain Clutterbuck,* answered she, as 
calm as a cucumber, * Tm so glad youVe 
come. Have you seen my legs ? ' 
* No, marm, I haven't,' I replied, taken 
all aback, and getting into my shell like 
a wounded snail, for she wasn't so young 
las she might have been. ' There's my 
back, arms, and all the rest complete,' 
said she, *and I didn't think anybody 
would meddle with 'em.' * Nor did I, 
marm,' I replied, perfectly flabbergasted ; 
but following the direction in which she 
pointed, I saw the disjointed members 
of an armchair lying upon the sand, 
dnd a light broke upon me, which sent 
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me into a fit, until I rolled down on 
the beach, holding my sides. She 
looked at me for some time, but as I 
got no better, but rather the worse, she 
strutted away indignantly, muttering 
that it was a pity there weren't a couple 
of marines handy, to march me off too." 

A round of merriment greets this 
story, and, so encouraged, he continues 
his recollections of the colony. 

" The first day I landed there it had 
been wet ; and as it was uncommonly 
muddy I walked through the town with 
my trousers turned up. The next day 
was fine as usual, but the entire youth 
of the place came out and sunned 
themselves with their trousers turned 
up. It ran through the islands like an 
epidemic ; hadn't, in fact, died out when 
we left. 

*' The ship had not been in twenty- 
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four hours when I received an invitation 
to an evening party, to which I went. 
As I was rather late I tried to slip 
in quietly, but the whole room rose 
and stood to attention, which embar- 
rassed me not a little. My confusion, 
however, grew more confounded, when 
my fair partner (by the way, she wasn't 
so very fair), observing that I wore 
gloves, expressed her regret that she 
had come without her * kids.' Now, 
the thermometer stood at 102° in the 
balcony, so I did not regret my ex- 
travagance; but not to be rude I sug- 
gested that 'kids' were very often in 
the way. It was a terrible night. I 
remember the senior major of the Qth 
taking me aside, and whispering, * I 
say, Clutterbuck, do you happen to 
have another collar about you ? ' 'I've 
only two left,' replied I ruefully, * Then 
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I must go/ said he. 'I am at my ninth 
and last' " 

**It's too horrible," says Ap-Jones, 
" what one goes through in those barbaric 
climes ; yet there are men who get used 
to them, and will spend their lives there. 
Look at the old general yonder. I 
came up from Southampton with him 
last week, and a number of other 
fellows who had just landed. The poor 
old boy told me he had been nearly 
fifty years abroad, and had never been 
home once. He was just like a child 
making his first journey by rail, and 
kept going from side to side and 
putting his head out of the window, 
until a hot cinder flew into his eye. 
When we reached Waterloo he popped 
out, almost before we had stopped, and 
disappeared. As I walked along the 
platform I saw him standing staring at 
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the engine. The crowd jostled up 
against him, but he took no notice, 
until 1 caught his arm. * Hullo ! ' he 
exclaimed. * You ? I say, but isn't it 
wonderful, eh ? * ' Very, sir ; but you 11 
lose your baggage if you don't go and 
see after it.* Unwillingly he allowed 
me to drag him away. 

"We found the whole party round 
the luggage. Many of them had been 
met by their friends, and a buzz of talk 
was going on. * How's the dear old 
mater, Jessie ? * * Why, you Aave grown, 
my boy ! ' * So we shall get down by 
the five o'clock this evening, and all 
be together again. I can't believe it,' 
and the like. ' Have you any friends 
here, general ? ' I said thoughtlessly, 
* or are you going on further ? ' 'I've 
no friends, I've nowhere to go,' he 
answered, with a sudden quaver in his 
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voice. * They're all dead years ago.' 
And he turned away, pretending to 
look for his traps. I felt heartily 
ashamed of myself. I went up to him 
after a minute, and asked him down 
here for a few days. You'll hardly 
believe it, but he was as pleased as 
Punch, squeezed my hand, and bright- 
ened up so far, that he went off on the 
spot to see the engine again. We cam^ 
down together, and here he is, not 
looking so very miserable, after all." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

It is somewhat late to introduce the 
colonel, but the table would be incom- 
plete without him. Colonel Leekie 
Tosswill, a Scotchman by birth, is an 
individual with a fiery countenance, of 
small stature, and prodigious girth. He 
sits steadfast at his glass, and I notice 
that his manner is less emphatic now 
than before dinner ; indeed, it is almost 
bland. I remark as much to the Ap- 
Jones. 

" Oh, yes," he says, " the more — that 
is, he's awfully polite by the end of 
the evening. He's an Indian ; came to 



ONE OF "us." 153 

US from the Huggurmuggur Dragoons, 
whoever they may be, and— — " 

The blank is very expressive. 

" Give him his due," says Ticehurst. 
'' He has done signal service in his day." 

" When ? " asks Jones dubiously. 

" When his late regiment was em- 
barked on board the Alligator, and 
they ran upon a sandbank in the Bay 
of Bengal." 

" Well," says Jones drily, " I don't 
suppose he was the man that got them 
off." 

" There you're in error," replies Tice- 
hurst rather shortly. "He was the 
man." 

Jones's eyelids lift. 

" The captain, who was the senior 
of the two, requested him to leave his 
cabin, for he had been by some stupidity 
placed forward, to which the accident 
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was attributed, and to go aft and jump 
up and down on the quarterdeck. No 
one can deny that he is public spirited 
enough where his regiment is concerned. 
He went, he danced, he got her off, 
but he lost eleven pounds by it. He 
was a major then, and but for that they 
say he*d never have got the command." 

I am afraid we look somewhat in- 
credulous. 

" Fact," says my friend. " Of course 
they all helped, but it was acknow? 
ledged by the whole ship that he was 
the man that did it." 

Ap-Jones smiles grimly. 

" Besides, he has his good points," 
continues Ticehurst. "He blusters, of 
course, but the only time I remember 
to have seen him really put out w^s 
once when he came into the ante-ropm 
and found Cooly and two other subs 
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running about the place buckled to- 
gether in his belt. He was annoyed 
then ; chiefly, I think, because he has 
always clung to the idea that he has 
a waist. He has never forgiven Cooly." 

" Is he married ? " I ask. 

" Yes ; but unfortunately for us he is 
separated from his wife. It was a sad 
story.'* 

" Ah ? Faults on both sides, no 
doubt." 

"Well, I don't know. The case 
was this. He's a determined man, as 
you can see for yourself, and he was 
very anxious for a son and heir. He 
mentioned the matter in his own quiet 
way to his wife, who promised to see 
about it, and some time afterwards pre- 
sented him with — a daughter. He was 
terribly angry, shook his fist at the 
lady (that he does at everybody ; it's a 
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mere mannerism), and declared that if 
she did such a thing again she should 
leave the shelter of his roof. Now, 
Mrs. T. was an equally determined in- 
dividual, and was much aggrieved at 
what, rightly or wrongly, she considered 
quite as much his fault as hers. She 
confided to several of the regimental 
ladies that she wouldn't stand it, and, 
as promptly as she well could, she as- 
serted her independence by presenting 
him with twins, and two more young 
ladies made their appearance on the 
scene. It was a hard fight, but the end 
was she went, and the colonel rules 
supreme, at any rate, in his own 
house." 

*' Ticehurst, you re a more amusing 
man than I took you for. I only hope 
the Nth appreciate and cultivate your 
undoubted talents." 
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" Prophet in his own country, Tm 
afraid," he answers. 

*' It*s getting rather late, isn't it ? " 
I inquire, realizing that it is striking 
eleven, and that we have not left the 
table yet. 

" Pooh ! Evening's only just be- 
ginning. Ask the colonel. He does 
not look much like moving. If hes 
drinking against the Yankee, he'll drop 
rather than stir." 

Every one has finished his wine but 
they, and the bottles stay with them. 
I fancy I detect some flagging on all 
sides. One gentleman is amusing him- 
self by building a sort of Tower of 
Babel in finger and wine glasses, while 
another pursues the still more simple 
diversion of shaking the table and try- 
ing to bring it down. The rest keep 
their eyes upon the gladiators. Con- 
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versation has ceased, but a buzz of 
whisper goes round. 

" Kernell ! " says a well-known voice 
solemnly and huskily, " FU just let go 

my fixings, and git " Here the 

orator rises, swaying slightly to and fro, 
and looking as if he would steady him- 
self by a grab at his neighbour's whisker. 
" Yes," he goes on with a hiccup, 
"you're a small man alongside o' me, 
but I'm cussed if you ain't scooped out 
almighty holler, to be able to keg all 
that liquor." 

I suppose it is one of the proudest 
moments of the colonel's life ; his face 
beams, he is about to make some 
reply, when, as if he foresaw difficulties, 
he drops his head, and then slipping his 
arm into his opponent's, they begin to 
" tack " for the ante-room, both showing 
an unaccountable tendency to walk on 
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their heels. A couple of short tacks 
and a long reach, just fetch them safely 
through the doors. The rest of us 
follow, not very reverently, for the 
majority have reached that pitch when 
one talks, and is supremely indifferent as 
to whether any one hears or not. The 
cool air of the ante- room restores order 
somewhat, and here I am button-holed 
by " the chief." Delight of a boundless 
nature is shining from every pore of his 
round red face. 

" Fine sight," he remarks, waving 
his cigar round, indicating his officers. 
" Calls-'em-the-happy-family," he says, 
running the words one upon the other, 
" the-happy-family ; " here his face 
screws up with amusement, until his 
eyes are altogether lost. Presently one 
reappears, and shortly afterwards the 
other. 
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" I don't wonder you re proud of 
them, sir ; capital fellows they are." 

" Brothers and sisters nothing to 'em/' 
(hie.) 

"No?" 

" No," he replies with gravity. " Should 
see 'em (hie) on each other's birthdays. 
The senior captain (hie, hie) stealing in 
on tip-toe to lay his little present by 
the major's bedside ; or the heap of 
white paper parcels on the adjutant's 
plate, when he comes down to break- 
fast ; while the other subalterns hide 
themselves (hie) outside, and look 
through the windows (hie, hsee, hoc.) 
Beautiful sight, sir." 

" Must be, indeed. Let me ring for 
some water, sir," for the worthy man has 
either choked over hiT> last effort, or finds 
his hieeuping too much for him. 

" Thanksh's," he says after a pro- 
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digious grapple with his invisible foe. 
"All right-sh-chk. We'll have a song. 
Here, Mr. Cooly ! " he shouts. " Give- 
ush-a-song, Mr. Cooly." 

I may be mistaken ; but in spite of 
the apparent harmony reigning around, 
I think I see a demon in our midst, 
and he has settled in the corner of that 
young gentleman's eye; if that is not 
the imp of mischief, then am I a Dutch- 
man. Mr. Cooly replies with even 
more gravity than the occasion de- 
mands, that he will be delighted, and 
asks with increasing solemnity whether 
any one is to lead him to the piano. 
The chief is too muddled properly to 
take in the question, and stands looking 
at him perplexed. 

" Never mind, sir," says Mr. Cooly, 
generously waiving the point, *' I can 
dispense with it this time." 
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The colonel looks relieved, and falls 
back contentedly to his cigar, which 
he sucks with great vehemence. Mr. 
Cooly goes up to the piano, and begins 
to fumble with the music-stool ; pre- 
sently he returns with a pained expres- 
sion of face. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," he says, 
very respectfully, " I can't quite make 
it out, it's very unsteady ; I'm afraid, 
sir, the music-stool is screwed !'' 

" Blesh m' soul," says the colonel, 
vexation marking every feature ; " you 
don't say so ? too bad ! too bad ! " and 
he relapses. 

" What am I to do, sir } " asks his 
tormentor quiedy. 

" Sit on your thumbs, sir," says the 
chief, looking up testily, as if he had a 
suspicion he was being baited. 

Mr. Cooly goes off with an offended 
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air, sits down, and strikes a few chords 
which prove that the piano is of the 
ordinary regimental type, grievously out 
of tune. 

" Confound it ! " shouts the irrepres- 
sible. " Mess waiter— r ! " 

"Yes, sir," answers that functionary 
presenting himself. 

" What did I say about a brandy-and- 
soda for this piano every guest night ? " 

"Nothink, sir, as I ever heard on,'' 
replies the man. 

" Too bad ! too bad ! " repeats Mn 
Cooly, " it shall have some of mine ; " 
and suiting the action to the word, he 
tips half the contents of a long tumbler 
in at the top, which is open. 

The mess- waiter, still hurt and serious, 
inquires gravely, " whether that'll do ? " 
and on being told that it will, leaves 
the room. 



164 ONE OF " US." 

" Ha ! " says the pianist, sitting down 
again, and trying a few chords as he 
leans forward with a critical ear. " Cer- 
tainly a vast improvement, gives a tone 
to the system," and he clears his throat 
in preparatory fashion. 

" It appears to me that Master Cooly 
is allowed to do pretty much as he 
likes," I observe to Ticehurst 

" Ah, the chief bullies him in the 
morning, and he takes it out of the 
chief in the evening." 

Meanwhile, the performance begins ; 
a simple ditty in which the divergent 
subjects, a bottle-nosed whale and native 
cavalry, are mysteriously linked. It 
seems not impossible that the words 
and melody are the performer's own 
composition. " Ahem ! " he says, loudly 
clearing his throat for a second verse. 

Now his enemy has been dimly con^ 
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scious of "chafif," without finding any- 
thing he can take hold of exactly, but 
at this "ahem!" he brightens up, and 
walks to the piano. " Mr. Cooly," he 
says, growing fierce, " you said * ahem ! ' 
sir. May I ask the meaning of that ? 
I c'nshider it grosshly personal." 

" I never said ' ahem,' sir," replies the 
innocent, " that Tm aware of." 

" Dr. McFoulan," cries the chief, hotly, 
" I appeal to you ; didn't Mr. Cooly say 
'ahem!'" 

'* I can't say that I heard him, sir," 
replies the surgeon, with a wink in his 
" off" eye ; " but if he did, it's only from 
habit — constitutional, in fact. I do it 
myself." 

" If I did, sir," breaks in the offender, 
concentrating himself in his eye-glass, 
" it was in an aesthetic and pyrotechnical 
sense, certainly not a personal." 
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This brilliant stroke finally restores 
confidence. The colonel goes back to 
the wall, muttering his regret at the 
occurrence, and Mr. Cooly remains 
master of the field, and finishes his song 
as he lists. 

The applause at the close is vociferous, 
and Captain Clutterbuck, R.N., by way 
of showing his approval and further 
promoting the harmony of the evening, 
which has so lately been in danger, 
gathers himself up like a big hedgehog 
into a ball, and, all his four rows of 
medals dangling and glistening as he 
turns, rolls himself the whole length of 
the long table, scattering the glasses in 
wild disaster on either side of him, 
drops off on to the floor at the end, 
whence he rebounds once or twice, 
owing to his elastic and circular tenden- 
cies, and finally sits up with a grievous 
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face, and rubs himself in all directions. 
There is a rush to set the little man 
upon his legs again, he is vigorously 
rubbed on the portions which he 
indicates as injured, and shortly declares 
himself ready to do it again. However, 
the mess president and company gene- 
rally seeming to think it unnecessary, he 
relinquishes the idea. 

After this comes anchovy toast and 
chaos. What follows is rather misty in 
my recollection ; everybody is talking 
together, and my impression is, that 
three gentlemen are singing three 
different songs at once, each accompany- 
ing himself with both hands on the 
piano. Vague sentences and stories 
without beginning or end are borne upon 

» 

the breeze. I recognize the colonel's 
voice. 

" Yes, sir, had I stayed in the cavalry, 
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I should have been a Major-General by 
this time." 

" That's a pretty strong argument 
against 'em any way," casually remarks 
another voice. 

" I beg your pardon," says the chief, 
" did you speak ? " 

" Only to say * ahem/ sir," replies the 
other ; " it comes on a good deal at 
night, and " 

" Oh, a dear old fellow, Jones ; pity 
there's that blot on the family es- 
cutcheon." 

" What blot ? " 

"Oh, well, he doesn't like it talked 
about, but his ancestor in the direct line 
was discovered in a hamper on Priam's 
doorstep, a foundling in fact, his under- 
linen marked with an fl." 

" No, you don't say so, and they've 
never found out ? " 
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" Never to this day, and of course he 
feels It. Bah ! you must have heard of 
the Omega Joneses, of Cwmtre " 

" Spare me ! " 

" Of course, but " 

" The old general is as blind as a bat, 
you know, and his orderly had dis- 
appeared while he was waiting, when up 
rides Master Cooly, mutters a word of 
apology, and the general trots off as 
innocent as a baby, while ' the imp,' by 
way of showing his appreciation of the 
duty he is performing, trots after him 
with his face to *his horse's tail, and it 
wasn't until they got opposite the main 
guard, that " 

" Well, we are supposed to be * ex- 
press,' but I shall take the ship round to 
Madeira, it's not more than four or five 
days out of our course, and I promised 
my aunt a few of the ferns " 
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" Some I got in New Orleans ; it's 
about the best 'pick-me-up' I know, 
galvanic or something ; says in the 
testimonials, it gave an Egyptian 
mummy, four thousand years old, St. 
Vitus*s dance, on being administered, 
and his hair and nails grew half an 
inch." 

" Yes, we had a regimental photo- 
graph book, but when we were at 
Portsmouth, we gave a series of parties, 
and after each, the bachelors had to 
be replaced. Bludyer, who considers 
himself our show man, says, that from 
first to last the regimental book has 
had five dozen of him, and he com- 
plained at last to the orderly-room of 
the constant expense on the bachelor 
officers, so the thing was stopped " 

Here an attempt is made to sing 
" Auld Lang Syne." Now I may be 
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wrong, but it strikes me as a very bad 
sign when a number of people, many 
of whom have only known each other 
a few hours, stand up to sing "Auld 
Lang Syne." 

"Be wise in time," says Kynaston, 
grasping my arm. "Come, the cart is 
ready." 

The colonel, who has sworn eternal 
friendship with his old antagonist, the 
Yankee, here marches him off; for 
that same gentleman has publicly de- 
clared, that no at present known sum 
in dollars will prevail upon him to 
" Go home till morning," and that 
he will sleep anywhere — there, if they 
like, that is, presumably under the table. 
As he proceeds to carry this idea into 
effect by sitting down on the floor, 
pulling off his boots, and furthermore 
shedding copiously tears, idle tears, for 
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which there is no apparent cause, it is 
thought better that he should go, and 
the chief, finding he won't go without 
him, pulls himself together in a way 
perfectly marvellous, and walks off with 
him. I have laughed myself until I 
am sore, at everybody else, and it now 
occurs to me dimly, that they (the 
public) are beginning to be amused 
with me. While Kynaston is getting 
his coat and hat, I give them a short 
synopsis of the " Eastern Question," 
which is not received with all that 
deference that I had expected. How- 
ever, the whole party turns out upon 
the steps to see us off, and as I am 
first in the dogcart, I stand up, and 
take the opportunity of elucidating one 
or two of the points which I think 
might have been slightly involved 
before. Cheers greet me ; I knew, I 
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felt certain that I should convince them. 
Unperceived, Kynaston gets up, the 
mare starts with a bolt. A very low 
bow on my part is the result, and I 
am presently aware that I am hanging 
over the back seat like a damp towel. 

Somehow I right myself, and we 
dash through the gates on to the moon- 
lit highway. But our adventures are 
not over. The mare slackens her pace 
as we come into the shadow of some 
buildings, which look like officers' out- 
quarters. I am just deliberating whether 
I shall stand on my dignity, and tell 
Kynaston at once what I think of him 
for cutting short my speech, when we 
pass a sentry-box, from which mys- 
terious sounds proceed. 

" What the deuce is that ? " says 
he, pulling up sharply. 

" How should I know ? " I answer, 
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testily. Now I think of it, I am very 
much annoyed ; it was very inconsiderate 
of him to start off as he did. 

*' By all that's profane ! " he exclaims, 
"it's the colonel. Hullo, sir! what 
the dickens — I mean, can I be of any 
use ? " 

Bang, bang, bang, rings on the back 
of the sentry-box. " Ternal shame," 
issues a voice therefrom ; " too bad, too 
bad ; give that rasch'cally shervant shells 
'morrow, sure's I live, been knocking 
here for ten minutes s'least." Here he 
supplements his words with a furious 
kick. 

Kynaston flings me the reins, jumps 
down, and with a sudden wrench hauls 
him out into the open. 

"What do you mean, you rashcally 
thief ? " shouts the irascible little man, 
turning upon him, all his buttons blazing 
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in the moonlight. A pigmy might as 
well assault the Rock of Gibraltar. 
*'Oh! it's you," says he, as the fact 
gradually dawns upon him ; " thought 
it was my servant. Dear fellow, very 
glad 'shee you, come in," and without 
another word, he seizes Kynaston's arm, 
and drags him into the sentry-box. 

" I think you must have mistaken the 
door, colonel," says Kynaston, sugges- 
tively. The sentry-box is at his own 
gate, and^ to be just, there is a certain 
resemblance. 

" S'help me, so I have," says the old 
boy, stepping out again into the moon- 
light. " So precious dark." 

" But Where's Mr. Chirk ? " asks 
Kynaston, looking round in some 
curiosity. 

" Who ? " says the chief, reflectively, 
sucking fiercely at an extinct cigar. 
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'* Why, your friend, the American ? " 

"Oh!— he? Why, he's lost, T^e 
sure ! " 

" Lost ? " repeats Kynaston, stag- 
gered. " What — why, where ? " 

" Well," replies the other, " thatsh jis' 
what I want to fin* out." 

" Where did you leave him ? Think, 



now." 



The colonel shakes his head medita- 
tively. * No use," says he. " If 'e's any- 
where, it's my b'lief he's on the old 
Kentucky shore." And here he warbles 
off into the melody, quite happy. 

Luckily, the conversation has attracted 
the much-abused servant, who comes 
out, and, without one word of comment, 
his face expressionless as a pat of 
butter, gives his master his arm, and 
leads him in. Kynaston just mentions 
the fact that the presbyter is " deficient " 
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to the man, who touches his cap and 
says he*ll see to it, and then jumps up 
beside me, flicks his whip, and we spin 
away. 

I make some remark, not a very 
charitable one perhaps. 

" Wait," says my companion, growing 
grave, "wait until youVe been thirty 
years in India, and twenty-one of those 
a subaltern." 
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. CHAPTER VIII. 

" When the mom breeze stirs the curtain, 
Bearing an odorous freight, 
Then visions strange, uncertain, 
Pour thick through the ivory gate." 

So sang poor Collins in melodious verse. 
The curtains sway indeed, but the 
visions come not. 

It is the morning after the " quiet 
evening" just described. The ill-fitting 
casement rattles, the rush of down- 
streaming waters blurs out the fair 
landscape; the great beeches outside 
swing and sigh, stretching their bared 
arms upward as half defiant, half prayer- 
ful they fling off their drapery of 
melancholy gold, and weeping cast from 
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them the last remnant of their summer 
glories. It is some time before looking 
at my watch presents itself in the stern 
light of a duty, and when I at length 
do so, it is nearly ten. But at Haver- 
sham the snark himself might indulge 
his harmless habit of breakfasting at 
five o'clock tea, without comment. There 
are several things to be decided. First 
of all, have I a headache.'* If not, I 
ought in conscience to write to the 
Nth's wine merchant, something of this 
sort, in testimonial grammar. 

"Sir, — I partook freely last night of 
at least a dozen different wines, liqueurs, 
and spirits supplied by you, and which 
I feel the better for this morning. 
Please send me a dozen more, and 
another shall follow from yours, etc." 

Then there's the ball to-night. I 
have two dresses. A crusader's suit, 
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with surtout of samite " mystic, wonder- 
ful," and a clown's, with a hot. poker. 
Now, it makes a great difference 
whether one is to appear as a crusader 
or a clown ; and the twelve hours left 
are not at all too much to work one's 
self up. Which of the two my servant 
considered the more suitable, I have 
yet to . find out. A lengthened rum- 
mage discloses the suit of mail. But 
the sword ? I look anxiously round- 
In the corner is a long peculiar 
package, which I untie with I know 
not what strange foreboding. Hs the 
hot poker. I doubt whether cold hot 
poker ever produced more effect on a 
man before. For the first time, I learn 
what it is to feel a deadly hatred 
against a fellow-creature. Beaten, I 
retire again into the sheets. The door 
opens. Of course the man kicks it ; of 
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course he spills the hot water, brings 
up the pair of boots I do not want, 
and puts down the things so that they 
all roll over^ Then he catches sight 
of the hearthrug, where lie the suit of 
mail and the mis-begotten poker. If 
he feels surprise, he is too well-bred 
to show it. He takes up the poker 
curiously, with his eye on the red end. 
This, with great perspicuity, he places 
in the fender, and then picks up the 
mail. This puzzles him. He folds it, 
stops hesitating, looks at the bed as 
if he would speak, shakes his head 
gravely. No; he is a prudent man, 
he will not commit himself by question 
or otherwise, and he lays it carefully 
upon a chair. I am rude enough to 
laugh. ' If anything, he grows more 
serious. 

" Very wet this morning. Goby." 
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" Werry, sir," he answers, with dis- 
couraging shortness. I am afraid I 
have hurt his feelings. 

" Hope it won't last," I go on 
genially, trying to set things straight. 
" Is the barometer very low ? " 

But Mr. Goby's temper, as I have 
before discovered, is uncertain in the 
mornings. He eyes me with a badgered 
look. 

" The burrometer, colonel, ain't got 
no effect whathever on the weather in 
these 'ere parts." * He turns on his 
heel and leaves the room. Mr. G.'s 
arguments certainly have the knack of 
being unanswerable. 

I am not at all crusaderish at present ; 
it will come, perhaps. On the other 

* This mdt of Mr. Goby's having been rejected, 
not without contumely, by Mr. Punch, by some 
mysterious process afterwards appeared in his pages. 
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hand, I feel that, with very little provo- 
cation, I could play the fool to any 
extent. If it were not that I should 
make an enemy for life of the gentle- 
man who regards the matter in a pro- 
fessional light, I would take down the 
poker to breakfast. From the window 
I watch two enthusiasts in white water- 
proofs, with guns, who are starting out, 
followed by two men and two dogs — 
the four latter in the last stage of de- 
pression. First enthusiast slaps the 
second on the back cheerily, and points 
towards a heavy black cloud coming 
up ; second enthusiast shakes his head, 
scattering the water from the brim of 
his hat as from a spun mop. Coolness 
ensues between them, and each takes 
a different side of the road. 

After all, I am only just late enough 
to be in the right time, and join a 
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cosy party at a table in the window, 
where one of the professional beauties 
presides over the teapot. The whole 
scene is a picture; and it is not sur- 
prising that half a dozen men — I don't 
see any ladies — should suddenly develop 
so much artistic feeling as to T3e unable 
to tear themselves away. Most for- 
tunately, I come in for the beginning 
of " such a capital story which I 
heard last week." Should we like to 
hear it ? 

" Indeed we should,*' we exclaim, 
curiously deferential. 

" Yes ? Well, then, we were at Bath 
the other day, and Sir John Jenkins, 
who has just been knighted, you know, 
was giving a ball to — to a great 
number of people " (signs of slight 
hesitation). "Well, you know, one of 
his guests — at least somebody went up 
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to him, and— and said " (painful 

pause). 

" Yes, said ? " repeat we, the audience, 
encouragingly, craning our necks for- 
ward. " Yes, and ? " 

" Well, you know " (awful pause), 

"he said Dear me, how stupid 

I am ! Well, you know " (audience 
much embarrassed), " well " (brighten- 
ing up) " I forget exactly what he said, 
but I know it was capital, and we all 
enjoyed the joke so much." 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! " laugh the stricken 
hearers. 

" Yaw ! yaw ! yaw ! Best thing I 
ever heard in my life," guffaws a big 
guardsman. 

Unblushing, the narrator, much grati- 
fied at our applause, looks round with 
an air of triumph. After all, what's 
like a name ? We sit enchained, en- 
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thralled, as though we listened to the 
wittiest woman on earth. Outside her- 
self, Mrs. Dash's ideas of beauty just 
run to the extent of cane window-blinds 
and bright pink flower-boxes all the 
way up the front of her house in " May- 
fair." This, together with a boudoir 
in upholsterer's "Early English," a 
sweet face, execrable manners, and no 
education, have placed her on the 
pedestal she now occupies. 

One of us, bolder than the rest, at 
length essays to break the chain of 
flowers, and says he really mtist go. 
But the lady will not have it ; and the 
Patriarch, who is tapping an ^^^y ob- 
serves that he will stay, if she will 
squeeze him enough, he is sure. Not 
improbably the old gentleman means 
" press." The idea, however, as he puts 
it, is not received with any disfavour by 
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the two most concerned; but we, the 
remainder, take it so much to heart, 
that we gradually melt away. 

The morning drags, and why, I know 
not, a sort of moral thunderstorm per- 
vades the air. The house is full of 
carpenters and decorators, and the sole 
enlivening incident is Sir Freebody's 
upsetting a pail of water over the floor 
of the dancing room, for which Mrs. 
Smijthe as nearly as possible boxes his 
ears. To her I refer my trouble of the 
sword, which she instantly alleviates by 
promising to get one from Oakingham ; 
and then and there, we go to write the 
note. The morning-room is full of in- 
dustrious ladies, and gorgeous work- 
boxes torn probably from the "chef- 
foniers" at home, to figure before the 
world as things of use, which it is to 
be hoped they are, as. looked at in the 
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light of ornaments, they are somewhat 
nondescript But even in this haven 
human nature asserts itself. The elder 
section are engaged in work of brilliant 
hues, howling greens and raging pinks, 
and are counting the stitches labori- 
ously, as they put them in with a 
lavishness in the matter of glass beads, 
which might gladden the heart of a 
South Sea islander. The younger, for 
the most part, work on crumpled bits 
of coarse rag, and have baskets of 
horrible looking wools by them, from 
which they are gradually evolving the 
transcendent forms of apparently de- 
caying vegetables and broken-backed 
flowers. Neither party mix, and a good 
deal of concentrated feeling is in the 
air. 

'* How is the dear, dear duchess this 
morning, Mrs. Smijthe ? " says a voice. 
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** Oh, much better, poor thing." 

" It was so sad," remarks a young 
married lady who sits half hidden by the 
curtains in the window, (You little 
hypocrite ! I saw you convulsed when 
it happened yesterday.) 

"Is it true the professor has been 
obliged to leave you, and on such a 
dreadful morning, too ? " inquires the 
same voice, with a mischievous ring in 
it. I can only see her work and part 
of her skirts, but the work and the skirts 
show a twitching which is suspicious. 

Mrs. Smijthe murmurs something 
about "a sudden telegram," and "so 
sorry," and begins to write her letters, 
asking me if I will go and look up her 
husband for her, who she is afraid, " has 
been forgotten." 

I find him in his study in a suicidal 
state of mind. 
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" If they'd only leave me alone, sir, 
I should be all right," he says in an 
injured tone ; " but a woman never 
thinks you cap have too much of her ; 
and my wife — well, well, you know, she 
forgets there's nearly half a century 
between us. A wonderful woman, sir ! 
wonderful woman ! All the same, I 
wish she wouldn't let em come in here," 
says he, settling himself comfortably into 
his easy chair. " 'Straordinary thing," 
— he strokes his beard as if the difficulty 
were unfathomable — " the more out of 
the way the place is, the more they 
seem to get into it." 

** Who do, sir ?'' I ask, rather in the 
dark. 

" The lot of *em, sir, it seems to me," 
he replies fiercely. " It's funny, isn't it, 
how* they all hunt in couples? Impos- 
sible to keep a room in the house to 
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one's self, and now theyVe run over 
into the passages, and on to the stairs, 
and there were two of 'em under the 
stairs when I came down ; two of 'em 
in here," he goes on, in such a tone as a 
Mussulman might use of a Christian 
who had profaned a mosque by his 
presence. " Said they came to look for 
a book. Queer place to look for a 
book, eh ? Only Ruff and Bailey 
known here, and the City Chronicle, 
In that window — see those two chairs, 
sir?" The chairs are very close, and 
the leg of one Is slightly entangled in 
the leg of the other. Neither of them 
look literary, I must admit. '* Asked 
'em to stay, sir. Funny thing, they 
both said they were sure the book was 
in the library, and off they went. Oh, 
these women, sir ! " He shakes his fist. 
" You can't understand 'em ; I can't 
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understand 'em ; none of us ever will 
understand 'em. Now, there's my wife 
is so upset, I can't get her to " 

"A ball in the house upsets every- 
thing," I remark irrelevantly, in terror 
of what is to come next. 

"Don't seem to upset them much," 
he replies, jerking his thumb over his 
shoulder towards the spot where the 
two chairs are still engaged. 

Here I manage to escape. No man 
is more to be pitied than the confidant 
of husband and wife, unless it be the 
unhappy wretch who gets between two 
sisters. 

I try the picture-gallery next. It is a 
vast, cold room, and never gets properly 
warmed before twelve o'clock at night. 
" Two of 'em," (to quote Mr. Smijthe) 
both in "Newmarkets" are sitting on 
the hot-water pipes, lost in the im- 
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mensity of the far end. They look 
angrily across at me; the lady shrugs 
her shoulders, as much as to say, " One 
can*t even keep this nook private," and 
as I have nothing and no one to keep 
me warm, my stay is short. 

Whether he discovered himself, or 
whether some one else found him, will 
never be known, but Mr. T. Q. Chirk 
rfeappears after luncheon. He has a 
limp, draggled look, and his eyes are 
things to be avoided. He sits down, 
and runs his great bony hand through 
his lank hair. 

"Wall," he says, "calkerlate Tm that 
cheap, yew might buy me body and soul 
for a duffing ten cent piece." Here he 
places both his elbows on the table, and 
buries his head in his hands. No one 
makes any remark until the Patriarch 
observes sententiously, " Zey who dis- 
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gorge zem selves over night wiz ze 
devil's bones, do not rise for ze lark in 
ze morning!" It appears there is a 
little feeling between the two gentlemen 
consequent on professional jealousy, but 
the American is too far gone to show 
fight. He contents himself with drain- 
ing cup after cup of cafi notry and 
passing it backwards and forwards, to 
the intense annoyance of those who sit 
between him and the coffee pot. Why 
is it that we, the most decorous and 
particular of people among ourselves, 
frequently tolerate in " the distinguished 
foreigner," eccentricity and vulgarity 
enough to sink a three-decker, for the 
doubtful honour of entertaining him ? 
Remember the Shah, oh ! great British 
people, and hang your heads. 

It is a long, dull afternoon. I try to 
draw Skipwith, but he is taking a 
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"beauty sleep/' and refuses to be un- 
earthed. Tea IS brought up into the 
library at four o'clock, and the elaborate 
young person who travelled down with 
me, hands me a cup, treading at the 
same time, with the greatest conceivable 
delicacy, on my toes. In the saucer lies 
a yellow three cornered note, which in 
the half light might well pass for a piece 
of bread and butter. As she goes, she 
gives me a significant look, and after a 
minute I follow her out. The note is 
in a feigned hand, and runs, "Is it too 
much to hope that you will forgive me 
after yesterday ? I am ill and very, very 
miserable. Do not refuse to come and 
see me. I shall be in the blue sitting- 
room. My maid will be on the watch ; 
you may trust her." I look up at the 
messenger, who waits. 

" You'll come, of course," she says. 
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with the air and presence of a well-bred 
woman. She was never bom to service 
I can see. Down the passage paces 
another sentry, my other companion in 
the train. 

**Yes, 111 go," I answer, resolving 
that I will stop this sort of thing once 
and for all. 

There are affinities in nature — 
volunteers and umbrellas for instance — 
before which research recoils baffled. 
Of this kind appears to be Lady Waver- 
leigh's affinity for my unworthy self; 
very pretty, of course, but a trifle out 
of place. As to what happened yester- 
day, I have not given it much thought. 
I have a fairly good character for 
sobriety, but the '92 may have played 
tricks. An idea suggests itself; close 
by is Daubigny's studio, and there I 
find him. An artist, however poor and 
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unkempt he may be, will as a rule 
stretch out the right hand of friendship 
to you at once. He is neither the one 
nor the other, but receives me with as 
much grace as if he were, dressed in the 
suit of plum coloured velvet (breeches, 
clocked stockings, and satin shoes with 
paste buckles) which he usually affects 
to work in. 

"Will you do me a great favour, 
Daubigny ? *' 

" Delighted" 

" Lend me that palette just as it is, 
with all those wet brushes. I shan't 
do them any harm." 

" It's rather late to try anything now, 
isn't it ? " he says dubiously ; " to- 
morrow morning you " 

" Thanks, not too late for the little 
I have to do, much obliged." 

I gather up half a dozen brushes in 
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each hand, and fix the palette shield- 
wise against my arm ; two more brushes 
I hold between my teeth. He looks at 
me as if he thought I was mad. 
" You won't want all those." 
"Thanks, back directly," I mumble, 
and go along the passage, up the 
twisted staircase, down which so many 
people must have broken their necks 
in their time, to the small blue chamber 
which has been formerly used as a 
school-room. As I enter, a figure — 
Lady Waverleigh's — turns from a book- 
case, where she has been standing 
looking at some old lesson books. She 
steps forward, and I back against the 
door, so as to effectually prevent it from 
shutting. Her features show some sur- 
prise at the way I have come. 

" So good of you," she murmurs. " I 
have brought you here to ask " 
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Footsteps sound below. Aloud, " Have 
you seen this ridiculous old book of 
prints ? " dragging one at haphazard 
from the shelves. The footsteps die 
away. 

" Really, Lady Waverleigh, if that 
is what you haye asked me here for, 
I think I may as well go back to my 
painting." 

I replace the brushes in my mouth, 
which I had taken out perforce to 
speak. With more patience than I ex- 
pected from her, she answers — 

" I can bear your sarcasm, for I de- 
serve it. I was carried out of myself 
last night ; but have you no pity, no 
pity, no forgiveness for me ? " She 
comes closer, and makes a feint at » 
taking my hand. 

"Take care," I say, turning the 
brushes ; " they're awfully wet." 
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She falls back, quelling her annoy- 
ance, if she feels any, wonderfully. 
" Hear me, in pity listen. Surely after 
yesterday you will not doubt my power ? 
I can make anything of you." 

" A fool to begin with, madam, it 
appears." I turn to go. 

" Now God forgive you for your 
treatment of me," she says, looking 
dangerously inclined to spring like a 
tigress. I twist sideways, holding the 
streaming palette to the front 

" Listen yet," she goes on, white as 
ashes, and gasping. " Do you think 
it manly to speak to any woman like 
that ? and I — I only ask your forgive- 
ness, that is all — all." She flings her- 
self upon her knees, and clasps mine 
with a cry of despair, bowing her fore- 
head to my feet — a hard thing surely 
for a man to bear who has a spark of 
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manhood in him. A thrill of I know 
not what emotion carries away my 
better judgment. I have been unjustifi- 
ably rough. 

*' Lady Waverleigh," I begin, " have 
you lost " A sound in the door- 
way, at my elbow. Her husband stands 
before us. He stops abruptly; I am 
simply confounded. Who is to speak 
first ? 

" Yes, I have lost the pin of my 
brooch. I know it went down some- 
where here,*' says his wife, in the 
quietest of every-day tones, still kneeling 
and passing her hand over the carpet. 
" Oh, Charley dear, do light one of the 
candles. I am sure you and Mr. 
Lessenden can find it between you." 

He steps forward uncertainly to do 
her bidding, and as he stands at the 
chimney-piece, she plucks a small brooch 
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from her shoulder, breaks out the pin, 
and flings it under his feet. I cannot 
speak or act ; her duplicity sickens me. 
Gravely he stoops with the light, and 
she affects to discover the pin at once. 
He picks it up, and gives it to her, 
replaces the candle, and, without a word, 
leaves the room. 

She waits until he is well out of 
reach. 

" Thank God ! " she says, pressing her 
hands to her heart, " we are saved ! " 

"Woman," I answer, recoiling from 
her, tongue given me at last, "stand 
back ! " (for she makes as if she would 
bar my way). " Some particle of 

c 

honour at least is left to me ; and if I 
thank God, it is that as yet I have not 
so far sunk as to act a ridiculous and 
unnecessary lie." 

"Oh! very well," she replies, in the 
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most ordinary voice, turning away and 
smoothing her hair in the glass ; " but 
understand, this is a matter of life and 
death between us." 

" Bosh ! " I say, going. Irrepressible 
anger wells up within me, which is not 
lessened when, walking into the smoking- 
room below, I find Waverleigh there 
alone. The poor boy is stretched at 
full length upon the sofa, his head 
buried in the cushions, and sobbing as 
if his heart would break. So the lie 
was useless, and worse than useless, after 
all. He has found her out; perhaps it 
is as well. I touch his shoulder. He 
starts, but does not raise his head. 

" Oh ! please leave me alone," he cries, 
in a weary, broken voice, pitiful to hear ; 
" I can't bear it. Please go ! " He 
never looks up, but seems to know by 
intuition who it is, and there is no 
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anger in his tone ; only a helpless resig- 
nation. 

I am repulsed justly ; but sorrow for 
him, and for the wanton way in which 
his life's happiness has been wrecked 
by the woman to whom he so rashly 
confided it, is uppermost with me, and 
bitterly as I feel the false position in 
which I have been placed, I admit that 
he would have been justified had he 
turned upon me in a very different way. 
He is one of those unhappy men, bom 
never to hold^ their own. Weakly souls 
are like weakly bodies ; merit has of 
itself no force ; the weaker goes to the 
wall. There are circumstances in which 
it is no cowardice to run away ; this 
must be one. I will run away to-morrow ; 
that I vow and declare as I restore the 
brushes to the studio. So the farce 
is running to tragedy. 
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There is a window by, which com- 
mands the drive. Thither I go ; and, 
unbarring the lattice, give entrance to a 
g^t of cold, fragrant air. The rain has 
ceased ; but over the hills the thick 
grey mists still crawl, showing now and 
again a rugged outline, hard and stern 
against the rosed glow, where the sun 
has sunk on his vaporous couch. 
Below is a heavy, old-fashioned travel- 
ling carriage, with four horses and a 
postilion, from which half a dozen ser- 
vants are unlading portmanteaus. I am 
wondering whether Mrs. Smijthe has 
touched the apex, and persuaded a stray 
scion of royalty to lend his countenance 
to her apotheosis, when I hear footsteps 
on the stairs, and see an elderly man, with 
grizzled hair, whom I need not more 
fully describe. He looks neither to the 
right nor the left, but follows Mr. 
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Smijthe, who leads the way, into a 
curtained arch on the first lobby, where 
Mrs. Smijthe, a little of her usual com- 
posure lost, meets him with a not un- 
studied welcome. He says a few civil 
nothings, expresses his thanks, asks the 
dinner hour, and, with a bow, which is 
as well or better known than any in 
Europe, passes on to his rooms. There 
is no mistaking the Premier. Mrs. 
Smijthe still stands, flushed and in a 
tremor, which she cannot altogether 
conceal. 

"You're a wonderful woman, Mrs. 
Smijthe ; with all my heart I congratu- 
late you." 

"Yes," she answers, with a slight 
hysterical sob, "it's all right now, I 
think, and I may rest." 

" Fm going to offer you a glass of 
your own port wine," I remark gene- 
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rously, entering the dining-room, and 
pouring one out. My. hand shakes as 
with ague. 

She sips the wine, looking me in 
the face. " I drink to you," she says ; 
"finish it to me;" and she hands me 
the glass. She at least is sincere. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Dinner is early. The great question 
whether we are to dress before or after 
has been decided for the latter, and the 
table consequently presents a peculiar 
appearance : dark morning coats de 
rlgle. While preparing for it, the 
sword from Oakyngham is sent up, 
a curious sword, with a silver hilt, 
wrought like a dragon. On a scroll, 
caught 'twixt beak and claw, is graven 
in old English characters the single word 
"STRYKE." The blade is etched 
with armorial bearings, and below them 
is T. R. entwined, and the date, in 
Arabic characters, 1588. Not without 
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respect do I handle it, feeling that it 
has been a treasured family relic with 
a history ; never perhaps (more the 
pity) to be told again. 

The premier, the duke, the prince^ 
and others of their kidney are grouped 
together at one table ; we comparative 
nobodies at another. It has been found 
impossible to make one do for all ; but 
an attempt has been made to soften 
the blow by placing the two together 
in the shape of a T. How excellent 
is that old style of dinner- table, where- 
in all upon it is mirrored as in a glass. 
The Haversham tables are wide, re- 
nowned for their depth and richness ; 
that crimson black lustre, which time 
and the friction of generations alone 
can give. The wine passes once or 
twice ; but we are very silent, no one 
caring to say much, while the duke and 
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the premier discuss in quiedy audible 
tones the exact purport of the motto, 
'' Montis Insignia Calpe." 

" Caipe is an undoubted genitive," 
asserts his grace, who, I believe, is not 
a university man. 

The premier lifts his glass, "shines," 
and then sips it. " I wish I could think 
so," he replies slowly ; " it would have 
saved me a sleepless night last week." 
He sips again. 

" I am afraid I must ask you to 
excuse me," whispers some one to our 
host ; " my dress isn't all right, and I 
want *' 

" Oh, certainly, by all means." 

The lead is taken, and a general 
move results among the small fry. We 
are ridiculously like a parcel of boys 
dismissed, while our elders sit over the 
wine and walnuts. 
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The ball-room, magnificent as it is, 
fills at last, and is not altogether devoid 
of the humour common to such places 
and occasions. There are five Maries, 
Queens of Scots, personated by ladies 
varying between sixteen and sixty, three 
Marie Antoinettes, two Cleopatras gone 
astray, and one Venus de Something. 
Why do people's friends allow of these 
monstrosities ? Is there no limit, as 
Skipwith asserts, to the ocean of female 
vanity ? Women, the memory of whose 
beauty still shines upon us through the 
mellowed distance of ages, types in 
which have been embodied the perfection 
of the human form, dragged down from 
their pedestals, to be caricatured in this 
outrageous way by Mrs. Brown, Miss 
Jones, and Lady Robinson. Will the 
standard of female education never rise 
high enough to stop it ? 
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The best feature of the evening is the 
" Middle Ages quadrille," into which I 
have been pressed, vice a defaulter, 
under the assurance that I represent to 
perfection the latter end of the thirteenth 
century. It may be so. Any coyness 
on the subject would be affectation, after 
looking at the " Venus," and I have just 
encountered an " Ojibbeway " in cork- 
screw curls and a point lace necktie. 
Gorgeous and thoroughly studied as are 
the dresses and combinations in this set, 
one of Daubigny's masterpieces, there is 
a dress in the room that eclipses them 
all. The beautiful American bears 
away the palm, like a lily among field 
flowers. A greater than Daubigny is 
here, and he is generously the first to 
admit it. 

She comes as ''Iris" or '*The Rain- 
bow." To suppose that the girl could 
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have originated the conception would be 
absurd; but, as one of my partners 
wittily remarks, there is something in 
being the block. Her dazzling com- 
plexion and the grace of her figure give 
her an appearance more like the ideal 
creation of some painter, than like any- 
thing mortal; and when she dances, 
which is but seldom, she might be 
floating. The art of it all is consum- 
mate. She is draped in some strange 
Eastern tissue of gold and silver thread 
(search after which I have since made in 
vain), filmy, like the mists upon the 
hills, and shot with iridescence, clinging 
here in shadow, there in a suffused 
glow of light ; at her breast a cluster 
of opals shed from a white rose, a circlet 
of fiery opals on her neck, and in her 
hair a blazing star of the same stones ; 
a fan of mother o' pearl. .She wears no 



2l6 ONE OF "us." 

imagine," sniggers another voice. " My 
love, that's Emma Watson ; she's come 
as 'Venus.'" 

"The tinted Venus did you say, 
ma ? I'm sure by the way the creature 
paints, she " 

" But why does she carry a lamp ? " 

" Pwobably been weeding Wuskin," 
remarks a male voice. " Lamp of 
beauty. Haw ! haw ! " 

I recognize Bludyer. His name is 
Alexander. He has modestly supple- 
mented it by the epithet of "the 
Great," and appears as such. They 
pass on. I can fancy his weeping at 
the end of the evening that there are 
no more worlds to conquer. Time 
passes — more eccentricities. A lady in 
a riding habit, lashing her partner round 
with her whip, a vivandiere^ whose idea 
of what is pretty consists in the thump- 



tt — " 



ONE OF "US. 217 

ing of her tin canteen with her fan ; 
another in muslin, encrusted with bits 
of old militia uniform, and wearing the 
silver lace belt ; yet another, who says 
" Now," and stamps at the beginning 
of every bar, much to the annoyance 
of her partner. Where are the people 
who are responsible for these light- 
hearted young persons ? 

I have walked through a quadrille 
with the duchess, who asked me, for 
I had not the heart to refuse her ; and, 
with tears of anguish, have begged 
pardon of a frisking matron, fat and 
forty, who finished a round dance on 
my mailed toes. 

" She's always down on you like 
that," whispers a youth, who has seen 
the incident, in a consolatory voice. 

A casual acquaintance has now handed 
me a partner in the calmest way, with 
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out going through the absurd ceremony 
of introduction. She is a sprightly 
creature, in arsenical green tarlatane, 
long flowing hair down her back, and 
a tendency to excess in the nose and 
heel. Her manner at once convinces 
me that ceremony would be thrown 
away, so I dash recklessly into the 
spirit of the thing, and ask her if she 
finds it easy to dance in those heels. 

" Oh yes," she says. " I adore high 
heels ; don't you ? " 

" No ; my passion wreaks itself in 
another direction — turn-up toes." And 
as she moves peggily, as might be 
expected, leaving a spot of pale pink 
on my coat sleeve where her cheek 
has rested, I return her with thanks,, 
as soon as a chance offers. 

Kynaston has been invisible all day, 
but he is here to-night ; and it is im- 
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possible to help noticing that he is the 
favourite in the most envied quarter. 
He and the heiress sweep by in a slow, 
even swirl, no little contrast to some of 
the "lurchers" round. He wears the 
classic dress of "a Roman soldier" — a 
magnificent suit, modelled from one in 
the Vatican, which is said to have been 
worn by onie of the Caesars. No man 
in the room can vie with him in physique, 
and the eyes of the crowd follow them 
wherever they go. He has a set look 
on his face which is new to me ; perhaps 
put on with the dress. Can it be really 
serious ? Without reason, I fear it. 
The suspense does not last long. Five 
minutes later, I pass a shady recess, 
from whence two people issue talking 
earnestly. I only catch one word, 
*' Stella," but the girl's face haunts me 
through all the long days and nights 
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that come afterwards; on her white 
brow glisten the intangible laurels of 
victory. 

"Do look at Mrs. Tread well," says 
the inevitable Skipwith, "dancing witk 
that little man. Really, it's too bad. 
Our humanitarian legislation doesn't go 
half far enough." 

" Ought to do her good ; take down 
' her fat." 

" Ah ! my dear fellow, there's a moral 
fat that wants taking down quite as 
much ; and, as he's a lord, I fear it will 
not have that effect." 

He is off again, pushing by me, con- 
found him ! so that I throw down some- 
body's fan. I pick it up, with an 
apology for him and myself. The lady 
it belongs to wears a black mask, and 
is completely concealed besides by a 
domino. All that can be seen is her 
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hand, which she puts out to receive it, 
and its exceeding grace strikes me at 
once. She thanks me in two or three 
words, spoken in a low sweet voice, 
which goes far to increase my interest. 
Almost unwittingly I stand and look. 
I might as well try and discern the 
features of a veiled statue. All I see 
is, that the domino falls over a slight 
and graceful form with tantalizing effect, 
which might, or might not, be realized. 
By nature one is suspicious of a domino, 
for one instance where it veils a charm 
there are a hundred where it only hides 
a defect But the voice and the hand ! 
I suddenly realize that I am staring 
rudely, and shuffle off awkwardly enough. 
I resolve I will be introduced to her. 
In the room are several masks, for it 
has been Mrs. Smijthe's fancy to en- 
courage them. This makes some diflfi- 
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culty. After much hunting, for the 
domino has left the place where I first 
saw her, I run to earth a black figure 
in the refreshment-room, am hurriedly- 
introduced by one of the stewards, and 
am rewarded by discovering that it is 
not her ; the voice is different, and the 
hand decides the matter. However, as 
supper is announced, I take her to the 
room. 

" Isn't it romantic ? " she says. 

"It has not struck me so particularly," 
I answer, sorely aggrieved. " Romance, 
as a rule, depends on secrecy; the 
moment the secret is out it vanishes." 

a 

" How very matter-of-fact you are." 

" Sentiment " I begin. 

"Oh, Tm not sentimental," she says, 
" though I admit I am a little romantic. 
Please, I should like another helping of 
that trifle." 
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She drinks three-quarters of a tumbler 
of champagne, and then has it refilled. 

" It's so good, you know," she whispers 
in a semi-apologetic tone. " There, now 
I'm done ; and as I see you are dying to 
know, I will tell you at once that my 
name is Tomkinson." 

" I had almost guessed as much." 

" How ? Now, do tell me." 

I get rid of her at last, or she of 
me. My eagerness to find the ideal 
domino is not lessened by all this, and 
a lucky chance does it. An old friend 
meets me. 

" How unhappy you look," she 
says. 

" I feel so. I have been through 
a good deal." 

" Ah ! " she smiles ; " bear your 
troubles like a man, or like a woman, 
I might say better. Look at me. No 
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one would ever imagine what mine 
have been." 

**No. You haven't had one for a 
long time, I should think." 

" Oh, haven't I ? I had a fresh one 
last week." 

" Indeed ! What was it ? " 

" My husband is addicted — no, not 
to drink — but to mechanics — locks, 
steamers, and things, you know." 

" Perfectly." 

"Well, last week he went and in- 
vented a fire-escape, and ever since he 
has been taking me up and down out 
of a top storey window ; and I'm 
obliged to go, * else ' he would take 
the nursemaids and children ; and that 
would never do, would it ? " 

" Certainly not. But do tell me if 
you know any one here in a long 
black cloak and mask ? I want an 
introduction — a tall, grace " 
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My companion stops uncertainly, and 
half takes her arm from mine. 

" Do you know her ? Won't you do 
it for me ? " I ask surprised. 

" If," she replies thoughtfully, " it is 
the lady I imagine, I don*t think she 
cares about introductions, for she's not 
dancing." 

" Who is she ? " 

" Oh, an old friend of mine ; but 
she's in mourning, and I really " 

'* Do be good-natured," I urge. 

" I would much rather not," she says. 

I am astonished, but not discouraged. 

" Still I ask you." 

" Well," she answers, irresolute, " I 
will try." She leads the way, and. I 
follow. 

Seated at the entrance of the conser- 
vatory, and half hidden by the tropical 
foliage, which droops in luxuriant fes- 
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an exclamation of pleasure, I turn to 
my companion. The black domino is 
in tears ! My curiosity and interest are 
excited to a degree almost unbearable. 

" Will you tell me who you are ? " I 
say, controlling myself. 

She makes a gesture of dissent. 
" Why should you care to know ? I 
came here to-night a stranger in a 
strange land." Her voice quavers. 
" I have no wish to be known. I ought 
not to have come ; it is more than I 
can bear" — these last words rather to 
herself than to me. "Chance has re- 
awakened old associations that are 
painful to me. Pardon me for being so 
weak and foolish ; I had no intention of 
forcing my troubles on you. Let us go 
and see if there is room in the hall," she 
adds more cheerfully, standing up and 
raising her eyes to mine. Under the 
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one would ever imagine what mine 
have been." 

" No. You haven't had one for a 
long time, I should think." 

" Oh, haven't I ? I had a fresh one 
last week." 

" Indeed ! What was it ? " 

" My husband is addicted — no, not 
to drink — but to mechanics— locks, 
steamers, and things, you know." 

" Perfectly." 

"Well, last week he went and in- 
vented a fire-escape, and ever since he 
has been taking me up and down out 
of a top storey window ; and I'm 
obliged to go, ' else ' he would take 
the nursemaids and children ; and that 
would never do, would it ? " 

ut do tell me if 
here in a long 
ik ? I want an 
ice " 
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My companion stops uncertainly, and 
half takes her arm from mine. 

" Do you know her ? Won t you do 
it for me ? " I ask surprised. 

"If," she replies thoughtfully, "it is 
the lady I imagine, I don't think she 
cares about introductions, for she's not 
dancing." 

" Who is she ? " 

" Oh, an old friend of mine ; but 
she's in mourning, and I really " 

" Do be good-natured," 1 urge. 

" I would much rather not," she says. 

I am astonished, but not discouraged. 

" Still I ask you." 

" Well," she answers, irresolute, " I 
will try." She leads the way, and I 
follow. 

Seated at the entrance of the conser- 
vatory, and half hidden by the tropical 
foliage, which droops in luxuriant fes- 
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out going through the absurd ceremony 
of introduction. She is a sprightly 
creature, in arsenical green tarlatane, 
long flowing hair down her back, and 
a tendency to excess in the nose and 
heel. Her manner at once convinces 
me that ceremony would be thrown 
away, so I dash recklessly into the 
spirit of the thing, and ask her if she 
finds it easy to dance in those heels. 

" Oh yes," she says. " I adore high 
heels ; don't you ? " 

" No ; my passion wreaks itself in 
another direction — turn-up toes." And 
as she moves peggily, as might be 
expected, leaving a spot of pale pink 
on my coat sleeve where her cheek 
has rested, I return her with thanks,, 
as soon as a chance offers. 

Kynaston has been invisible all day, 
but he is here to-night ; and it is im- 
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possible to help noticing that he is the 
favourite in the most envied quarter. 
He and the heiress sweep by in a slow, 
even swirl, no little contrast to some of 
the "lurchers" round. He wears the 
classic dress of "a Roman soldier" — a 
magnificent suit, modelled from one in 
the Vatican, which is said to have been 
worn by one of the Caesars. No man 
in the room can vie with him in physique, 
and the eyes of the crowd follow them 
wherever they go. He has a set look 
on his face which is new to me ; perhaps 
put on with the dress. Can it be really 
serious ? Without reason, I fear it. 
The suspense does not last long. Five 
minutes later, I pass a shady recess, 
from whence two people issue talking 
earnestly. I only catch one word, 
" Stella,** but the girl's face haunts me 
through all the long days and nights 
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has often and often spoken of you ; 

and a year or two ago, when " 

She shivers slightly. 

" Yes," she breaks in, " when my poor 
father died you heard something then ? " 

" I did ; things which have interested 
me more than I can tell you. I have 
been to Oakingham." Her eyes flash. 

" The story is short. The entail was 
broken ; piece by piece of the land was 
sold. We were specially unfortunate. 
A man, whom in happier days my 
father had befriended, came with a lie 
upon his lips, to repay, as he said, a 
slight portion of what he owed. My 
father was old and weak. He listened 
and borrowed his money. Little by 
little the debt ran on. You know the 
rest. Sir John was buried by the charity 
of his friends, the man in question 
making a most liberal donation, after 
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which every stick and stone of our 
possessions became his, and I was left 

quite penniless, a waif But about 

myself I need not trouble you." 

" It is of yourself I wish to hear." 

"Well, since then I have been a 
governess. Don't look shocked," she 
adds with an attempt at gaiety; " children 
until they are spoiled are the truest 
friends one can have. Now," she says 
still more lightly, " see how well I know 
the world, and the men who belong to 
it. You are very sorry for me, but you 
think that I give myself considerable 
airs for an upper servant ? " 

I am indignant, which makes itself 
evident in my face. 

" There," she continues quietly, " I 
was not in earnest ; your kindness won 
me into speaking to you. We Rabys 
can take kindness, not patronage. Were 
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it Otherwise, I might be in a very 
different position now. Indeed, I had 
a handsome offer last week," she goes 
on laughingly, " from the wealthy and 
widowed soap-boiler, in whose service 
I was, but though I could teach his 
children to be ladies and gentlemen, I 
thought his was a hopeless case, and 
consequently left them, which I was 
sorry to do, for they were nice good 
children. Now are you shocked ? " 

" Yes ; at the fellow's impertinence." 

" I am sure we have been here nearly 
half an hour. Let us go, and I must, 
for penance, do without supper." There 
is a brightness in her manner for which 
I was not prepared. 

" I have things to ask you yet. Who 
was that lady with you ? " 

"My new employer, an old friend of 
my fathers, whose help I had to ask 
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when I was cast adrift afresh. My fair 
theories vanished, a girl cannot struggle 
alone. She is very dear, and very 
eccentric ; her chief idea seems to be 
never to sleep two nights in the same 
place. We are always on the move, 
and it was partly to please me that she 
came down here. Can you wonder,*' 
she says, "that sometimes the wish to 
see the old place again comes upon me 
with a force that there is no resisting, 
and that I feel a craving that leaves 
me no rest ? I have seen it again, in 
the distance, from the little marble temple 
on the hill-top. I watched " 

So that was it! The statue, the 
marble goddess who fled her pedestal as 
I ascended the hill, is before me. 

" Again forgive me," she continues ; 
" if I broke down to-night, it all came 
back to me as I heard the old chimes 
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over the snow once more. Alas ! " — 
she glances at the hilt of the sword 
— "we 'strike' no longer; we are 
stricken— utterly. Come ! " 

" I have only one more thing to ask," 
I say, much moved, as we retrace our 
steps, "that is, that I may see you 
again ? " 

"If you care," she answers in her 
former unimpassioned voice ; " but I am 
not my own mistress, you know." 

And so we part. 
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English Philosophers. Edited by Iwan Muller, M.A., New 

College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies 
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to eadi of whom is 
assigned a separate volume, giving as comprehensive and detailed a 
statement of his views and contributions to Philosophy as possible, 
explanatory ratherthan critical, opening with a brief biographiou sketch, 
and concluding with a short general summary, and a bibliographical 
appendix. Each Volume contains about 200 pp. Sq. i6mo, 3^. 6d. each. 
Baoon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Ix^c in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Prof. T . H. Green, Professor di Moral Philosophy,Oxfbrd. 
Hamilton. Professor Monk, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin. 
J. B. Kill. Helen Taylor, Editor of " The Works of Bucld^" &c. 
Mansel. Rev. J. H. Huckin, D.D., Head Master of Repton. 
Adam Smith. J. A. Farrsr, M.A., Author of *' Primitive 
Manners and Customs/' 
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English Philosophers (continued) : — 

Hobbes. A. H. GossET, B.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. 
Bentham. G. £. ButKLE, M. A., Fellow of All Soi£\ Oxford. 
Anstln. Harry Johnson, B.A., late Scholar of Queen's College^ 

Oxford. 
Hartley. \ E. S. BowEN, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
James KiU. j Oxford. 

Arrangements are in Egress for volumes oh Locks, Humb, Palev, Rno, b^c. 

Episodes of French History. Edited, with Notes, Genealogica], 

Historical, and other Tables, by Gustave Masson, B. A. 

1. Gharlemaeme and the OarlovinglaxiB. 

2. liouis XI. and the Gmsades. 

3. Part I. Vrancis I. and diaries V. 

,, II. Francis I. and the Benaissance. 

4. Henry IV. and the End of the Wars of Beliffion. 

The above Series is based upon M. Guizofs "History of France.* 
Each volume choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2J. (xL 

Erema; or^ My Fathet^s Sin. See Blackmore. 

Etcher {The). Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
£tched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others : Birket Foster, 
J. E. Hodgson, R.A., Colin Hunter, T. P. Heseltine, Robert 
W. Macbeth, R. S. Chattock, &c. vol. for 1881, imperial 4to, 
doth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 12s, 6d. Monthly, 31. 6d, 

Eton. See « Day of my Life," " Out of School," " About Some 
Fellows." 

Tj^ARM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, ij.j cloth, 

•* gilt edges, u. 6d. 

Farm Festivals. By the same Author. Uniform with above. 

Fartn Legends. By the same Author. See above. 

Felhin {F. W.) and Wilson {Rev. C. T.) Uganda and the 

Egyptian Soudan. An Account of Travel in Eastern and Equatorial 
Africa ; including a Residence of Two Years at the Court of King 
Mtesa, and a Description of the Slave Districts of Bahr-el-Ghazel and 
Darfour. With a New Map of 1200 miles in these Provinces ; 
numerous Illustrations, and Anthropological, , Meteorological, and 
Geographical Notes. By R. W. Felkin, F.R.G.S., Member of the 
Anthropological Institute, &c., &c. ; and the Rev. C. T. Wilson, 
M.A. Oxon., F.R.G.S., Member of the Society of Arts, Hon. Fellow 
of the Cairo Geographical Society. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 2&r. 
Fern Paradise {The) : A Plea for the Culture of Ferns. By 
F. G. Heath. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated by 
Eighteen full-page, and numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of 
Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, I2x. 6^ 
Sixth Edition. 

" All levers of ferns will be delighted with the illustrated edition of Mr 
Heath's " Fern Paradise."— ^S'a/MnAt^f Review. 
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List of Publications. 



Fern World {The). By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 
Species of British Fenii printed from Nature ; by several full-page 
and other Engravings. Cloth, gilt edges, 6th Edition, 12s, 6d, 

Few {A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, 1^. 

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar. By F. Julien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Grammaire," by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., is. 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction. Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, 6. A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, 3^. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies. Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College, Oxford, and formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Country being treated -of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject. 
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps 
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

The following is a List of the Volumes ;— 

Denmark and Iceland. By £. C. Otti^, Author of " Scandinavian 

History," &c 
Oreece. By L. Sergeant, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order 

of the Saviour, Author of " New Greece." 
Switzerland. By W. A. P. Coolidge, M.A., Fellow of 

Magdalen College, Editor of The Alpine Journal. 
Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
BnsBia. By W. R. MoRFiLL, M.A., Oriel College, Oxford, 

Lecturer on the Uchester Foundation, &c. 
Persia. By Major-Gen. Sir F. J. Goldsmid, K.C.S.I.9 Author of 

" Telegraph and Travel," &c. 
Japan. By S. Mossman, Author of " New Japan,** &c. 
Peru. By Clements H. Markham, M.A., C.B. 
Qanada. By W. Frasbr Rae, Author of ''Westward by 

Rail," " From Newfoundland to Manitoba," &c. 
Sweden and Norway. By the Rev. F. H. Woods, M. A., Fellow 

of St John's College, Oxford. 
The West Indies. By C. H. Eden, F.R.G.S., Author of " Frozen 

Asia," &c. 
Hew Zealand. 

France. By M. Roberts, Author of << The Atelier du Lys,"&c. 
Bflrypt. By S. Lane Poole, B.A., Author of "Lifeof £. Lane," &c. 
8x>ain. By the Rev. Wentworth Webster, M.A. 
Tnrkey-in-Asia. By J. C McCoan, M.P. 
Australia. By J. F. Vesey FitzgeralDi late Premier of New 

South Wales. 
Holland. By R. L. Pools. 
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Franc {Maude Jeane). The following form one Series^ small 

post 8vo, in uniform doth bindings, with gilt edges: — 
Emily's Choice. 5/. Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4J. 

Hall's Vineyard. 4J. Vermont Vale. 5x. 

John's Wife : A Story of Life in Minnie's Mission. 41, 
, South Australia. 4J. Little Mercy. 5j. 

Marian ; or, The Light of Some I Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 4^. 
One's Home. 55. | 

Francis (F.) War, Waves, and Wanderings, including a Cruise 
in the ** Lancashire Witch." 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24J. 

French Revolution {The Great), Letters written from Paris 

during the Progress of the Great French Revolution, by Madame J 

to her Husband and Son. Edited by her Great-grandson, M. Edou ARD 
LocKROY. From the French. Crown 8vo, cloth, lar. 6^. 

Froissart {The Bofs). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with * * The Boy's King Arthur. " Crown 
I Svo, doth, 7j. (id. 

From Newfoundland to Manitoba ; a Guide through CanadcCs 
Maritime^ Mining, and Prairie Provinces. By W. Eraser Rae. 
Crown Svo, with several Maps, 6jr. 

r\AMES of Patience. See Cadogan. 



Gentk Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 10;. 6d. 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6x. each ; or in calf extra, price lOf. 6d, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2x. 6(L 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 

of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition. 

About in the World. Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 

Like unto Christ A New Translation of Thomas ^ Kempis 
" De Imitatione ChristL" 2nd Edition. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. 6s. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of "The Gentle Life." With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 

The Countess ^ of Pembroke's Arcadicu Written by Sir Philip 
Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author of " The Gentle Life." 7j. 6e/. 
n. n.^fu Life. 2nd Series, 8th Edition. 
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The Gentle Life Series {continued) : — 

77u Silent Hour: Essay s. Original and Selected, By the 
Author of * * The Gentle Life. " 3rd Edition. 

Half Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons. 

By J. Hain Friswbll. 
Essays on English Writers^ for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 
A Matis JTioughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer. Being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German* By M. T. Pr^u. 2s. td. 
Getting On in the World; or^ Hints on Success in Life. By 
W. Mathsws, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d, ; gilt edges, 3^. 6</. 

Gilpin's Forest Scenery. Edited by.F. G. Heath. Large 
post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with ''The Fern 
World," 12s. 6d, 

" Deserves to be a fitvourite in the boudoir as well as in the \xhrsiry,*'-^aiurday 
Review, 

" One of the most delightful w(»-ks ever written." — Globe, 

Gordon (J. E. H.). See " Four Lectures on Electric Indue* 

tion," " Physical Treatise on Electricity," &c. 

Gouffk. The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules GouFFi ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse Gouff£, Head 
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. loi Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2x. 

— — Domestic Edition, half-bound, \os. 6d. 

** By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub* 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

Great Artists, See " Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England {Tlie). Edited by Lord 
Ronald GoWER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully-executed /^;//a;f^;»/ Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Vol. I. , 
imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, jdr. Vol. II., with 36 large 
permanent photographs, £2 12s. €d. 

Great Musicians (The). A Series of Biographies of the Great 
Musicians. Edited by F. Hueffer. 



5. BoBsini, and the Modem Italian 
School. By H. Sutherland 
Edwards. 

6. MaroeUo. By Arrigo BoiTO. 

7. Pnrcell. By H. W. Cummings. 

8. Enarlish Ohnroh Oomposers. 

*«* Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and 
Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in 
itself« Small post Svo, doth extra, 3/. 



1. Waffner. By the Editor. 

2. Weber. By Sir Julius 

Benedict. ^ 

3. UendelBsolm. By Joseph 

Bennett. 

4. Schubert. By H.F.Frost. 
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Guizofs History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

. ' Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols, cloth extra, gilt, each 24;. ThS jirork is re-issued in cheaper 
Monthly Volumes, at lOf. 6^ each, cbmmencing Npv. I, 1 88 1. Sub* 
scription to the set, ^4 4r. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
students of history."— TYm^f. - 

— ■' Masson*s School Edition. The 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c. 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
I vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., doth extra, lOf. 6d, 

Guizofs History of England. In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 

containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, doth extra, gilt, 
24r. each. 

" For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of iUustradon, theso 
volumes, of wnich but one has as yet appeared in En^^Ush, will hoU their own 
against any production of an age so fuxtuious as our own in everything, typography 
not excepted." — Times, 

Guyon {Mde.) Life. By Upham. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6s. 
ZJTANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 
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Hall{W. W.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims, 

Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 2nd Edition. 

Harper's Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages, 
fully Illustrated, is. With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authors. 
Vol. I. December, 18S0, to May, 1 881. 
,, II. May, 1 881, to November, 1881. 
Each cloth extra, with 400 magnificent illustrations, 8j. 6^/. 

" ' Harper's Magazine ' is so thickiv sown with excellent illustrations that to count 
them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture magazine, for the engravings 
illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest tdiiiom deluxe^* — 
St. yames's Gazettt, 

" It is so pretty, so bi^, and so cheap. ... An extraordinary shillingsworth— 
x6o large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and more than three times as 
many ti{wsXxv^.\Qm&.*^— Edinburgh Daily Review. 

*' An amazing shlllingsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations."— 
Nonconformist, 

Heart of Africa. Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1 87 1. By Dr 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 15^. 

Heath {Francis George). See "Autumnal Leaves/* '^Bumham 

Beeches," "Fern Paradise," "Fern World," "Gilpin's Forest 
Scenery," " Our Woodland Trees," " Peasant Life," "Sylvan Spring," 
" Trees and Ferns," "Where to Find Ferns." 
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Hehet^s (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7^. 6^. 
Morocco, iSj. 6d. and2ij. New and Cheaper Edition, cloth, 3x. td. 

Heir of Kilfinnan (The). New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 

Author of " Snow Shoes and Canoes," &c. With Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edges, 7^. 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

History of a Crime (The) ; Deposition of an Eye-witness. TJie 
Story of the Coup d'£tat. By Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 

WiNCKELMANN, by JOHN LoDGE, M.D. With Very numerous 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo» 36^. 

^^ — England. See Guizot. 
' France. See Guizot. 

■ of Russia. See Rambaud. 

—— — Mercliant Shipping. See Lindsay. 

■ United States. See Bryant. 



History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power. With 
several hundred Illustrations. By Alfred Barlow. Royal 8vo, 
cloth extra, i/. Ss. Second Edition. 

Holmes (O. W.) The Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
In 2 vols., i8mo, exquisitely printed, and chastely bound in limp 
cloth, gilt tops, \os. 6d. 

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean^ 

Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &c.— Vol I., The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 118 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small M^M| and i large one. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42;. 

How to Live Long. See Hall. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, 5^. 

Hugo (Victor) ^^ Ninety-Three^^ Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6^. 
Toilers oftJie Sea. Crown 8vo. Illustrated, ds. ; fancy 

boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s, 6d. ; On large paper with all the original 

Illustrations, los. 6d. 

and his Times. Translated from the French of A. 



Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of them 
from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, 
241. 

See " History of a Crime," " Victor Hugo and his 



Times." 
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Hundred Greatest Men {ITie), 8 portfolios, 2ij. each, or 4 
vols., half morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 
Portraits each. Seebelovtr. 

" Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to Issue an important ' International' 
work, entitled, *THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN ^ being the Lives and 
Portraits of the zoo Greatest Men of History, divided into Eight Classes, each Class 
to form a Monthly Quarto Volume. The Introductions to ue volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributors 
being Dban Stanley, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froudb, and Professor Max 
Mt^LLRR: in Germany, Professor Hblmholtz; in France, MM. Tainb and 
Renan ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductions 
fiom fine and rare Steel Engravings.**— ^ro/i^Mry. 

Hygiene and Public Health {A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth, one guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer, See 

BiCKERSTETH. 

ILLUSTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 

•* Edward J. Poynter, R. A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price 5x. The 
Volumes now ready are^ — 

PAINTING. 



Qerman, Plemlsh, and Dutch. 
French and Spanish. 
En^llBh and American. 



Olaasio and Italian. By Percy 
R. Head. With 50 Illustrations, 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Olassio and Early Ohriatian. 

Oothic and Benaissance. By T. Roger Smith. With 50 lUustra- 
tions, 5j. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Enrptian and Greek. 1 itenaissanoe and Modem. 
Italian Sculptors of the l4th and 15th Centuries. 

ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Colour. | Architectural Ornament. 

Illustrations of China and its People. By J. Thompson, 
F.R,G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3/. 3^. 

Illustrated Dictionary (An) of Words used in Art and 
Archaeology. Explaining Terms frequently used in Works on 
Architecture, Arms, Bronzes, Christian Art, Colour, Costume, Deco- 
ration, Devices, Emblems, Heraldry, Lace, Personal Ornaments, 
Pottery, Painting, Sculpture, &c., with their Derivations. By J. W. 
MoLLETT, B.A., Officier de Plnstruction Publique (France); Author 
of * ' Life of Rembrandt, " &c. II lustrated with 600 Wood Engravings. 
Small 4to, strongly bound in doth, 12s. 6d. 

In my Indian Garden. By Phil Robinson, Author of " Under 

the Punkah." With a Preface by Edwin ARNOLD, M. A., C.S. I., && 
Crown 8vo, limp doth, 3/. && 
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Involuntary Voyage (An). Showing how a Frenchman who 

abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents 
driven round the World. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7x. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 51. 

Irving ( Washington). Complete Library Edition of his Works 
in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Author's Latest 
Revisions, called the *' Geoffrey Crayon" Edition, handsomely printed 
in large square 8vo, on superjfine laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. 12s. 6d, per vol. See also 
*' Little Britain." 

<>fACKandyilL By Miss Alcott. Small post 8vo, cloth, 
«/ gilt edges, 5j. With numerous Illustrations. 

John Holdsworthy Chief Mate. By W. Clarke Russell^ 

Author of ** Wreck ot the Grosvenor." Crown 8vo, 6s. 



T^INGSTON{W. H. G.). See « Snow-Sho^s," *' Child of 

■**• the Cavern," "Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," 
"Begum's Fortune," " Heir of Kilfinnan," " Dick Cheveley." Each 
vol.*, with very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6mo, gilt edges, 
*js, 6d,; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^* 

T ADY SUverdaUs Sweetheart. 6j. See Black. 

Lectures on Architecture. By E. Viollet-le-Duc. Translated 
by Benjamin Bucknall, Architect. With 33 Steel Plates and 200 
Wood Engravings. Super-royal 8vo, leather back, gilt top, with 
complete Index, 2 vols., 3/. 3^. 

Lenten Meditations. In Two Series, each complete in itself. 
By the Rev. Claude Bosanquet, Author of ** Blossoms from the 
King's Garden." i6mo, cloth. First Series, \s. 6d. ; Second Series, 2s. 

Library of Religious Poetry. A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. With Biographical and Literary Notes. 
Edited by Philip Schafp, D.D., LLD., and Arthur Gilman, 
M. A. Royal 8vo, pp. 1036, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21^.* 

Lindsay (W. S.) History of Merchant Shippiiig and Ancient 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols. I and 2, 21J. ; vols. 3 and 4, 241. each. 

Little Britain; together with The Spectre Bridegroom^ and A 
Legendof Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely 
New Edition de luxe, specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray. Square crown 8vO| doth 
extra, gilt edges, lor. 6^. 
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Low^s Select Novelets, Small post 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, 6d. 

each. 

FrlendB : a Duet. By £. S. Phelps, Author of " The Gates 
Ajar." 
" ' Friends ' is a graceful story ... it loses nothing in the telling.*'— ^/^mvMM. 

Baby Bue : Her Adventures and Mlsadventuresi her Priends 
and her Enemies. By Charles M. Clay. 

The Story of Helen Troy. 
" A pleasant book."— rrw/A. 

The Clients of Dr. Bemagrius. From the French of Lucien 

BiART, by Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 
The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. Howells. 
A Gentleman of Leisure. By Edgar Fawcett. 

" An amazingly clever book." — Boston Transcript, 

LouPs Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 
bound uniformly in cloth extra, price 7j. 6^. 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found LivinflTstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the TTnknown Begrion. By C. R. Mark- 

HAM. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, lar. 6^.)' 

5. A Whalinsr Cruise to Baffin's Bay and the Gulf of Boothia. 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. OampaiffninflT on the Oxus. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F. 

Butler, CB. 

8. Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Cruise of the Ohallengrer. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

la Schweinfturth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 15X. 

II. Throuffh the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley, i vol., 
I2r. td, 

I/mi's Standard Novels, Crown 8vo, 65, each, cloth extra. 

2Cy Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
** Comm» through the Rye," " Cherry Ripe," &c. 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Daugrhter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. Black. With 
Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 

Kilmeny. A Novel By W. Black. 

In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 

Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

Sunrise. By W. Black. 

The Trumpet Major. By Thomas Hardy. 

An English Squire. By Miss Coleridge. 
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ICary ICarston. By George Macdonald. 

Qxdld Court. By George Macdonald. 

The Vicar's Daufirhter. By George Macdonald. 

Adela Cathcart. By George Macdonald. 

Out of Court. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

History of a Crime : The Story of the Coup d'etat. Victor Hugo. 

Alice Lorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 

I«oma Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. i8th Edition. 

Cradock Kowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Clara Vauffhan. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Cripps the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Erema ; or, My Father's Sin. By R. D. Blackmore. 

ICary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Christowell, a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

The Afghan Knife. By R. A. Sterndale, Author of "Seonee." 

A French Heiress in her own Chateau. By the Author' of 
" One Only," " Constantia," &c. Six Illustrations. 

Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 

My Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecher Stows. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russelu 

John Holdsworth (Chief Mate). By W. Clark Russell. 

A Sailor's Sweetheart. By W. Clark Russell. 

Far from the Maddinsr Crowd. By Thomas Hardy. 

Elinor Dryden. By ^rs. Macquoid. 

Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Foffanuc People, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. B. Stowb. 

A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

Out of Court. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

A Story of the Drasronnades. By the Rev. £. GiLLiAT, M. A. 

Lovifs Handbook to the Charities of London, Edited and 
revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of "A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. Paper, \s, ; cloth, is, 6d, 

TLfACGREGOR {John) ''Rob Roy'' on the Baltic. 3rd 
-^ "^ Edition, small post 8vo, 2s, 6d, ; cloth, gilt edges, 3^. 6d. 

A Thousand Miles in the ''Rob Roy" Canoe, nth 



Edition, small post 8vo, 2s, 6d, ; cloth, gilt edges, 31. 6d. 



i8 ^ Sampson Law^ Afarsfon, &* Co.'s 

Mtugngpr {John) Description of the " Eob Eoy" Canoe^ with 
Plans, &c., ij. 

7%if ^^^^^ Alone in the Yawl ^^ Rob Roy,'' New 

Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post Svo, 5^.; 
boards, 2f. dd, 

Macquoid(Mrs.) Elinor Dryden. Crown Svo, cloth, 6j. 

-= Diane. Crown Svo, 6j. 

Magazine, See Harper, Union Jack, The Etcher, Men 
OF Mark. 

Magyarland, A Narrative of Travels through the Snowy Cat- 
pathians, and Great Alfold of the Magyar. By a Fellow of the Car- 
pathian Society (Diploma of i88i), and Author of" The Indian Alps.'* 
2 vols., Svo, cloth extra, with about 120 Woodcuts from the Author's 
own sketches and drawings, 42^. * 

"Manitoba : its History, Growth, and Present Position. By the 
Rev. Professor Bryce, Principal of Manitoba College, Winnipeg. 
Crown Svo, with Illustrations and Maps, 7j. 6^. 

MarkJiam (C. R,) The Threshold of the Unknown Region, 
Crown Svo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, lOf. (id, 

Maury (Commandet) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown Svo, dr. 

Memoirs of Count Miot de Melito, Minister, Ambassador, 
Councillor of State, and Member of the Institute of France, between 
the years 17SS and 1S15. Edited by General Fleischmann. From 
the French by Mrs. Cashel Hoey and Mr. John Lillie. 2 vols., 
demy Svo, cloth extra, 3df. 

Memoirs of Madame de Remusat, 1802 — i8o8. By her Grand- 
son» M. Paul de Remusat, Senator^ Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
Hoey and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, doth extra. Tliis 
work was written by Madame de Remusat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is fuU of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. Svo, 2 vols., 32r. 

See also " Selection." 

Menus (366, one for each day of theyear). Translated from the 
French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. Matthew Clarke. Crown 
Svo, iQf. 6d. 

Men of Mark : a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price I J*, dd, monthly. Vols. I. to vt., handsomely bound, 
doth, gilt ed^es, 25/. each. 
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Mendelssohn Family {77ie), 1729— 1847. From Letters and 
Journals. Translated from the German of Sebastian Hensel. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 3cxr. 

Michael Strogoff, ios» 6d, and 5X. See Verne. 

Mitford (Miss). See « Our Village." 

Music. See " Great Musicians." 

Afy Lady Greenslea)es. By Helen Mathers, Authbress of 

**Comin* through the Rye," "Cherry Ripe," &c. i voL edition, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Mysterious Island, By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 lUustratiofts, cloth gilt, 3^. 6d. each; elaborately bound, gilt 
edges, *js. 6d. each. Cheap edition, with some of the Illustrations, 
cloth, gilt, 2J. ; paper, is. each. 

ATARRATIVES of StaU Trials in the Nineteenth Century. 
-^ " First Period : From the Union with Ireland to the Death of 
George IV. , 1801 — 1830. By G. Lathom Browne, of the Middle Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24J. 

Nature and Functions of Art {The) ; and more especially of 
Architecture. By Leopold Eidlitz. Medium 8vo, cloth, ^\s. 

Naval Brigade in South Africa (The). By Henry F. Nor- 
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, loj. dd. 

New Child s Play (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. 

New Guinea : What I did and what I saw. By L. M. 
D*Albertis, Oflficer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary 
Member and Gold Medallist of the I.R.G.S., C.M.Z.S., &c., &c. 
In 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and 
numerous very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42J. 

New Ireland. By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, 30J. Cheaper Edition,^ i vol., crown 8vo, Zs. 6d. 

New Novels. Crown 8vo, cloth, los. 6d. per vol. : — 

Chriatowell : a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. Blackmore. 3 vols; 

The Braes of Yarrow. By Chas. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

A Laodicean. By Thomas Hardy, Author of <*Far from the 

Madding Crowd," "Trumpet Major," &c., &c. 3 vols. 
Waitins:. By Miss A. M. HoPKiNSOK. 3 vols. 
Don John. By Miss Jean Inqelow. 3 vols. 
Warlock ofWarlock. By George MacDonald. 3 vols. 
Biverside Papers. By J. D. Hoppus. 2 vols., small post 8vo, I2J. 
000117*8 Debt. By Mrs. A. B. Church. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours. By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of " A Book about Roses," " A Little Tour in Ireland," &c. Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, \2s. 6d. 
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Noah's Ark, A Contribution to the Study of Unnatural History. 
By Phil Robinson, Author of "In my Indian Garden," "Under 
the Punkah/' &c., &c. 2 vols. Small post 8vo, I2x. 6d, 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. Muller* 

' Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, 7x. ddT. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 

Nordetiskidld*s Voyage around Asia and Europe. A Popular 
Account of the North-East Passage of the "Vega." By Lieut. A. 
HovGAARD, of the Royal Danish Navy, and member of the " Vega " 
Expedition. Demy ovo, doth, with about 50 Illustrations and 
3 Maps, 2is. 

North American Review (The). Monthly, price 2s. 6d. 

Nothing to Wear; and Two Millions. By W. A. Butler. 

New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, is. 

Nursery Playmates (Prince of). 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, dr. 

f)FF to the Wilds: A Story for Boys. By G. Manville 
^^ Fenn. Most richly and profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7^. 6^. 

Old-Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. Fred Burnaby, 

Royal Horse Guards, Author of "A Ride to Khiva." 2 vols., 
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38J. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, icxr. 6d, 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Editfed by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap., cloth extra, 
New Edition— the 3rd, with Illustrations, $s. 

Our Village. By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 21s.; cheaper binding, lor. 6d. 

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

cloth, gilt edges, uniform with "Fern World " and " Fern Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, 12s, 6d. Third 
Edition. About 600 pages. 

Outlines of Ornament in all Styles. A Work of Reference for 

the Architect, Art Manufacturer, Decorative Artist, and Practical 
Painter. By W. and G. A. Audsley, Fellows of the Royal Institute 
of British Architects. Only a limited number have been printed and 
the stones destroyed. Small folio, 60 plates, with introductory text, 
doth gilt, 3 IX. 6d. 
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pAINTERS of All Schools. By Louis Viardot, and other 

^ Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-pa^ and 70 smaller 
Engrayings, cloth extra, 251. A New Edition is issued in Half- 
crown parts, with fiAy additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 31J. td. 

Painting {A Sfwrt History of the British School of). By 
Geo. H. Shepherd. Post 8vo, cloth, 3^. t<L 

Palliser {Mrs,) A History of LcuCy from the Earliest Periods 
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs, i vol., 8vo, i/. u. 



■ Historic Devices^ Badges^ and War Cries, Svo, i/. w. 

— — The China Collectof^s Pocket Companion, With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post Svo, limp cloth, 5/. 

Parliamentary History of the Irish Land Question {The), From 
1829 to 1869, and the Origin and Results of the Ulster Custom. By 
R. Barry O'Brien, Barrister-at-Law, Author of " The Irish Land 
Question and English Public Opinion.'' 3rd Edition, corrected and 
revised, with additional matter. Post Svo, doth extra, 6s, 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through tJie Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Published in 22 Monthly Parts, 4to, in 
Wrapper, 2x. (id, each. VoL I., containing 12 parts, 24 Illustrations, 
doth, gilt edges, 3^/. 6d. 

Peasant Life in the West of England. By Francis George 

Heath, Author of " Sylvan Spring," "The Fern World." Crown 
Svo, 400 pp. (with Autograph Letter of seven pages from Lord 
Beaconsfiefd to the Author, written December 28, 1880), lor. 6d. 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 

Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful 
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new prindple, &c. By 
F. JULIEN, French Master at Kine; Edward the Sixth's School, 
Birmingham. Author of " The Stucknt** French Examiner," " First 
Steps in Convq:sational French Grammar," which see. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. £. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. In respect to the number and b^ty of the Illustrations, 
the work is quite nnique. 2 vols., SvOy 56/. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revisedi witb many 
additional Poems. Small poft 8vo^ doth, 51; 
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Paganuc People: their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. Beechsr 
Stowe. Crown 8yo^ doth, 6f. 

Polar Expeditions. See Koldewey, Mari^ham, MacGahan^ 
Nares, and Nokdenskiold. 

Poynter {Edward/.^ P,A.). See « Illustrated Textbooks." 

PMisher^ Circular {Th^^ and General Record of British and 
Foreign liteiatme. Published on the 1st and 15th of evoy Month, 3^/. 

I^renees {The). By Henry Blackburn. With 100 Illustra- 
tions by GusTAVE DoRi, a New Map of Rontes, and Infonnation for 
Tiavellers, corrected to 1881. With a description of Loordes in i8Sa 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, yj. 6d. 



DAMBA UD {Alfred). History of Russia, from its Origin 
-'^ to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Bii& L. B. 
Lane. 2 vols., demy 8vo, doth extra, 3&r. 

Recollections of Writers. By Charles and Mary Cowden 
Clarke. Authors of *' The Concordance to Shakespeare/' &c. ; 
widi Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
and Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, dodi, los. 6d. 

Rkmusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs of," " Selectioa" 

Richter {Jean Paul). The Literary Works of Leonardo da 
Vind. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, and Archi- 
tecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writings, and Miscel- 
laneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on Litera- 
ture, &c. ; for the first time published from Autograph Manuscripts. 
By J. P. Richter, Ph. Dr., Hon. Member of the Royal and Imperial 
Academy of Rome, &c 2 vols., imperial 8vo, containing about 200 
Drawings in'Autot^e Reproductions, and numerous other Illustrations. 
Price Eight Guineas to Subscribers. After publication the price will 
be Ten Guineas. 

Robinson {Phil). See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 
Punkah," "Noah's Ark." 

Rochefoucauld s Reflections. Bayard Series, 2s. 6d. 

Rogers {S.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions of 
Choice Books." 2s, 6d. 

Rose in Bloom. See Alcott. 
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Rose Library (The), Popular Literature of all Countries. Each 

volume, IX. ; cloth, 2s, 6d, Many of the Volumes are lUustratecl^ 

I. Sea-GkOl Bock. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated. 
3. liittle Women. By louiSA M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to ' * Little Women. " 

4. The House on Wheels. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. liittle Men. By Louisa M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2s, ; cloth, 3;. 6^. 

6. The Old-Fashloned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcoti\ Double 

vol., 2s, ; cloth, 3J. 6d, 

7. 'the Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titoomb's Letters to Tounr People, Binffle and 

Married. 

9. Undine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Mottb 

FouQUfi. A New Translation by F, E. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

10. Drazy Miller's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. Saxe HoLM, 

11. The Four Ghold Pieces. By Madame GoURAUD. Iljustrated. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By L. M. Alcott. 

13. Beflrinningr Agrain. Sequel to above. By L. M. Alcott. 

14. Picciola; or, the Prison Flower, X. B. Saintinb. Illustrated. 

15. Bobert's Holidays. Illustrated. 

16. The Tiyo Children of St. Dominffo. Numerous Illustrationi. 

17. Aunt Jo's Scrap Bagr. 

18. Stowe (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
19. The Minister's Wooinff. 

20. Betty's Briffht Idea. 

21. ■ The Ohost in the Mill. 

22. — Captain Xidd's Money. 

23. We and otur Neighbours. Double vol., 2J, 

24. My Wife and I. Double vol., 2/. ; cloth, gilt, 3/. 6d, 

25. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's My Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Ouardian Anarel. 

28. Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Cktsdea* 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of ' ' The Gay worthys.^' 2 vols. , u, each. 
3a Helen's Babies. By their Latest Victim. 

31. The Barton Experiment. By the Author of "Helen's Babies/' 

32. Dred. Mrs. Beecher Stowe. Dble. vol., 2/, ; cloth gilt, 3/. 6^. 

33. Warner (C. D.) In the Wlldemess. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

35« Nothinfir to Wear, and Two Millions. 

36. Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

37. Farm FestlTBls. By Will Carletoit. 

38. Farm Legwnds. By Will Carletojt. 

39 and 4a The Olients of Br. Bema^ius. BiART. Parti I. & XL 

41. BabyBue; her Adrentures and MisadTentnres. C M.CLAY. 

42. The TTndisoorered Coimtry. By W. D, Howells. 

43. Friends: a ]>net. By Elizabeth Stvawt Phelps. 

44. A OentleiBaa of Leisure. A NoreL Bf EoaAE WAWCtTT, 

45. ThaStofy of Helen Troy. 
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Round the Yule Log: Notwegian Folk and Fairy Tahi, 
Translated from the Norwegian of P. Chr. Asbjornsen. With lOO 
Illtistrations. Imperial i6mOy cloth extra, gilt edges, is, 6d. 

Russell {W. Clarke). See "A Sailor's Sweetheart," 3 vols., 
31J. 6d, ; "Wreck of the Grosvenor," dr. ; *'John Holdsworth (Chief 
Mate)," 6x. 

Russell {W. H»^ LL,D.) Hesperothen: Notes from the Western 

World. A Record of a Ramble through part of the United States, 
Canada, and the Far West, in the Spring and Summer of 188 1. By 
W. H. Russell, LL.D. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth^ 24J. 

— ^— The Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. By 
W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney P. Hall, 
M.A. Super-royal 8yo, doth extra, gUt ec^;e8, 52^. &/.; Large 
Paper Edition, 84/. 



OA/IVTS and their Symbols : A Companion in the Churclus 
^ and Picture Galleries of Europe. With Illustrations. Royal i6mo, 
cloth extra, 3^. 6^. 

Science Ladders. Fcap. 8vo, stiff covers, td. each. 

Series I. 
No. Z. Forms of Ziand and Water. With 15 Illustrations. 
„ ZI. The Story of Early Exploration. 

Series II. 

„ I. Vegetable Idfe. With 35 Illustrations. 
y, II. Vlowerlees Plants. 

Series IIL 

y, I. Lowest Forms of Water Ax^imals. With 22 Illustrations. 
„ II. Iiowly Uantle and Armonr- Wearers. 

Schuyler {Eugene). The Life of Peter the Great. By EugSne 
Schuyler, Author of '* Turkestan." 2 vols., demy 8yo, doth extra. 

Selection from the Letters of Madame de Rimusat to her Husband 
and Son, from 1804 to 1813. From the French, by Mrs. Cashel 
Hoey and Mr. John Lillie. In i voL, demy 8vo (uniform with 
the " Memoirs of Madame de Rimusat,'' 2 vols.), cloth extra, i6j. 

Sconce : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in « 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 21s, 

Seven Years in South Africa: Trapels^ Researches^ and Hunting 
Adventures between the Diamond-Fidds and the Zambesi (1872 — 
1879). By Dr. £mil Holub. A^th over 100 Original Illustrations 
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42J. 
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Serpent Charmer (The) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. From 
> the French of Louis Roussslbt. Numerous Illustrations* Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7/. 6d, ; plainer binding, 5/. 

Shadbolt (^.) The Afghan Campaigns of 1878—1880. By 
Sydney Shadbolt, Joint Author of " The South African Campaign 
of 1S79." Dedicated by permission to Major-General Sir Freaerick 
Roberts, G.C.B., V.C., &c. 2 vols., royal quarto, cloth extra ; to sub* 
scribers before publication, 2/. lor. ; to non-subscribers, 3/. 

Shooting: its Appliances^ Practice^ and Purpose, By James 
Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 
Sports," &C. New Edition, revised with additions. Crown 8vo, 
cjoth extra, 71. 6d* 

"The book is admirable In every wav. .... We with it every tucceM.*'-^/?^. 
"A very complete treatise. • • . . Likely to take high rank •§ an authority on 
shootlDg.'^/^aiV^ Niews, 

Sikes ( Wirt). Gambles and Studies in Old South Wales. With 

numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18/. By WiRT 
Sikes, Author of '< British Goblins," which see. 

Silent Hour ( I7te). See " Gentle Life Series." 

Silver Sockets (The); and other Shadows of Redemption. 

Eighteen Sermons preached in Christ Church, Hampstead, by tho 
Rev. C. H. Waller. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Smith (G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By the late 
George Smith. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, i8j. 



— — The Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the late 
G. Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum. 
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, doth extra, 6th Edition, i6r. 
An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re-written by the 
Rev. PROFXSSO& SAYCBy Queen's College, Oxford. Demy 8vo, i8/. 

Snow-Shoes and Canoes; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston. 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustxations. Square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, 7/. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5/. 

South African Campaign^ 1879 {Thi). Compiled by J. P. 

MACKINNON (formerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt ; 
and d^cated, by permission, to Field-Maishal H.R.H. The Duke 
of Cambridge. 4to^ handsomely bound in doth extra, 2/. los, 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 7/. 6d, \ laige Pi^wr Edition, lOr. 6d* 



Stanley {H. M.) ^^MyKalidu^ Prince^ King, and Slam. A Stoiy 

Irom Cential Afiica. Crown 8yo, about 430 pp., with nmnerous graphic 
lUnstnUioiis, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, yr. 6d, 



— Caamassie and Atagdala, A Story of Two British 
Champaigns in Africa. Demy 8to^ with Maps and Illiistiations, 161; 

Through the Dark Continent, which see. 



Story Tifiihout an End. From the German of Carov^ by the late 

Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by £. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the ori^nal Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, yx. 6^ 



square 4to, with Illustiations by Harvey. 2s. 6d. 



Stowe {Mrs. Beecher) Dred. Cheap Edition, boards, 2s. Qoth, 
gilt edges, y. 6d. 

Footsteps of the Master. With Illustrations and red 



borders. Small post Syo, doth extra, 6s. 

-^- Geography, with 60 Illustrations. Square doth, 41. 6d 



Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, is.\ Library Edition, 

41. 6iL 

Betty's Bright Idea. is. 



My Wife and I; or, Harry Hendersofis History. 

Small post 8vo, doth extra, 6f.* « 

Minister's Wooing. $s,\ Copjnright Series, is. 6d.; cL, 2x.* 

Old Town Folk. 65. ; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3^. 6d. 

— Our Folks atPoganuc. 6j. 



- — We and our Neighbours, 1 vol., small post 8vo, 6*. 
Sequd to ''My Wife and I."* 

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo, 3X. 6d. 

Cheap Edition^ is, 6d, and 2s. 

* Sh alto Rose libtary* 
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Stowe {Mrs. Beecher) Queer Little People, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; cloth, i^. 6d. ^ 

T/ie Pearl of Ort^s Island. Crown 8vo, 55.* 

Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-lithograpns and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Demy 
4to, doth extra, gilt edges, 25^. 

Students French Examiner. By F. Julien, Author of " Petites 
Lemons de Conversation et de Grammaire." Square cr. 8vo, cloth, 2J. 

Studies in the Theory of Descent. By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 

Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — " On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies," 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), &r ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), idr. ; 
Part III., dr. 

Sunrise: A Story of These Times. By William Black, 

Author of ** A Daughter of Heth," &c. Crown 8vo, doth, dr. 

SurgeorCs Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By 
Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. 
Numerous Coloured Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound, 
I/. &r. 

Sylvan Spring. By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of ** Familiar Wild Flowers;*' by 16 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gUt edges, I2j. (id. 



'J^AINE {ff. A.) ^^Les Origines de la France Contemporaine.^* 

-* Translated by John Durand. 

Vol. I. The Ancient Beffime. Demy 8vo, cloth, idr. 
Vol 2. The French Bevolution. Vol. i . do. 
Vol 3. Do. do. Vol. 2. do. 

Tauchnitz^s English Editions of German Authors. Each 
volume, cloth flexible, 2J. ; or sewed, u. 6^. (Catalogues post free 
on application.) 

(-5.) German and English Dictionary, Cloth, \s. 6d.i 



roan, 2/, 

* Sm aiso Rose Library. 
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TauchnMs French and English Dktimary. Paper, ix. 6il ; 

doth, 2/.; roan, is, 6d. 

Italian and English Didianaty. Paper, w. 6^.; cloth. 



2x. ; roan, 2s\ 6d, 



■ Spanish and English, Paper, if. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. ; roan 

2x. 6d. P 

Through America ; or^ Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M.A. With nearly loo Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c. ; containing a full account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt LaJte 
City in 1878 and 1879. Demy 8vo, 21^; cheap edition, crown Svo, 

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By H. M. Stanley. 
Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps, 
I2J. de/. 

Through Siberia. By the Rev. Henry Lansdell. Illustrated 

with about 30 Engravings, 2 Route Maps, and Photograph of the 
Author, in Fish-skin Costume of the Gilyaks on the I^wer Amur. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 3or. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. See Russell. 

Trees and Ferns. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 

edges, with numerous Illustrations, y. 6d. 
" A charming little yo\\xm^."^LaMd and IVaUr. 

Tristram {Rev. Canon) Pathways of Palestiiu : A Descriptive 
Tour through the Holy Land. First Series. Illustrated by 22 Per- 
manent Photographs. Folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31X. 6^. 

Two Friends, By Lucien Biart, Author of "Adventures of 

a Young Naturalist," " My Rambles in the New World," &c Small 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, 7x. dd, \ plainer binding, 5J. 

Two Supercargoes {The) ; ^r, Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. did, ; plainer binding, 5j. 



TINDER the Punkah. By Phil Robinson, Author of **In 

^ my Indian Garden." Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 31. 6</. 
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Union Jack {The). Every Boy's Paper, Edited by G. A. 

Henty. One Penny Weekly, Monthly 6</. Vol. III. commences 
with the Part for November, 188 1, and contains the first Chapters 
of Three Serial Stories by G. Manvillb Fenn, Louis Rousselet, 
and W. H. G. Kingston, from the French of **Landelle." Illustrated 
by the Best Artists. With the first Part is presented a Photograph of 
Jules Verne, and a Coloured Plate, "Rounding the Lightship," a 
Yachting Incident ; and this Volume will also contain New Stories by 
Col. Butler, Author of ** The Great Lone Land," Jules Verne, an 
Historical Story by the Editor, &c., &c Volume II. for 1881, beauti- 
fully bound in red cloth (royal 4to), is, &/., gilt edges, %s. Beautifully 
Illustrated with over 400 Illustrations, including 52 full-page Engra- 
vings, 8 Steel ditto, 7 Coloured Plates, and Photograph of the Editor. 

Tlie Contents comprise : 
The Comet of Horse : a Tale of Marlborough's Wars. By the 

Editor. 
The Tounff Frane-Tlrenrs ; a Tale of the Franco-German War. 

By the Editor. 
The Ensign and Kiddy : a Tc,Ie of the Malay Peninsula. By G. 

Manville Fenn. 
The Steam House : THE Demon of Cawnporb. A Tale of India. 

By Jules Verne. 
Bawdon School: a Tale of Schoolboy Life. By Bernard 

Heldmann. 
Dorrinconrt : a Story of a Term there. By Bernard Heldmann. 
Peyton Phelps ; or. Adventures among the Italian Carbonari. By 

G. Stebbing. 
Gerald Battlin : a Tale of Sea Life. By Geo. Elford. 
A Fiflrht in Freedom's Cause. 
An Eventful Bide. 
The Ghost of Leytonstone Manor. 
An Editor's ITarns. 
True Tales of Brave Actions. 

And numerous other Articles of Interest and Instruction. 
A few copies of Volume I., for 1880, still remain, price dr. 

Upolu ; or, A Paradise of the Gods ; being a Description of 
the Antiquities ofthe chief Island of the Samoan Group, with Remarks 
on the Topography, Ethnology, and History of the Polynesian Islands 
in general. By the late Handley Bathurst Sterndale. Edited 
and annotated by his brother, Author of **Seonee," "The Afghan 
Knife," &c. 2 vols., demy Svo. 

J VICTOR Hugo and his Times. Translated from the French 
^ of A. Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of 

them from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal Svo, cloth 

extra. 

Vincent {F,) Norsk, Lapp, and Finn. By Frank Vincent, 

Jun., Author of "The Land of the White Elephant,*' "Through 
and Through the Tropics," &c. Svo, doth, witn Frontispiece and 
Map, I2s. 
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)ES BY JULES VEBNE. 



LiBcn Obowv 8to • • 



WORKS. 



r Containing 8fO toaoopp. 
J and from 00 to 100 
I ftill-page fllnttrattong. 



Inrery 



Twenty Thousand Leagues 

under the Sea. Fart L 

Ditto Part II. 

Heotor Serradao . • . 

The Fur Country . . . 

From the Earth to the 
Moon and a Trip round 
it 

Michael Strogoff, the 
Courier of the Czar . 

Diok SandSi the B07 
Captain 

Five Weeks in a Balloon 

Adyentures of Three En 
glishmen and Three 
BuBsians .... 

Around the World in 
Eighty Days • . • 

A Floatmg City . . . 

The Blockade Bunners 

Dr. Oz'b Experiment . 

Master Zacharius . . 

A Drama in the Air 

A Winter amid the Ice 

Th9 Survivors of the 
''Chancellor". . . 

Martin Faas .... 

Thb Mtbterious Island, 
8 vols. : — 

YoL I. Dropped from the 
Clouds 

Vol. II. Abandoned . . 

VoLIII. Secret of the Is- 
land 

The Child of the Cavern . 

The Begpim's Fortune . . 

The Tribulations of a 
Chinaman 

The StbamHou8E,2vo1s.:— 

Vol. I. Demon of Cawnpore 

Vol. II. Tigers and Traitors 

The Giant Bait, 2 vols.: — 

Vol. I. Eight Hundred 
Leagues ou the Amazon. 

Vol. II. The Cryptogram 
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2 vols., Is. each. 
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OxLXBBA.ni> Tbavkls Ajn> Tkatkllsrs. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, 000 pp., upwards of 100 
fbll-page illnstrations, 12«. td. ; gilt edges, lit. each :— 

(1) Tks Bxylosatiov or shb Wobld. 

(2) Thb Gbba.t N^vieATOBS ov xhb ExoHCiBinK OsniraT. 
C8) Thb Q*uax Bxplobbbs 01 shb NxjrinnnH OMtttumg, 
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U/AITARUNA: A Story of New Zealand Ufa. By 
'^'^ Alexander Bathgate, Author of "Colonial Experiences." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 51. 

Waller {Rev. C. H.) The Names on the Gates of Pearl, 
and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, doth extra, df. 

A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in 

the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Clashes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M. A. Part I. The Grammar. Small po^t 8vo, 
cloth, 2s, 6d, Part II. The Vocabulary, 2J. 6rf. 

Adoption and the Covenant, Some Thoughts on 



Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 

See also " Silver Sockets." 



Wanderings South by East : a Descriptive Record of Four Years 
of Travel in the less known Countries and Islands of the Southern 
and Eastern Hemispheres. By Walter Coote. 8vo, with very 
numerous Illustrations and a Map, 2IJ. 

Warner (C. i9.) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Library, ix. 

Back-log Studies. Boards, u • 6^. ; cloth, ax. 

■ In the Wilderness. Rose Library, ix. 

Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, i2X. 

Weaving, See " History and Principles." 

Where to Find Ferns. By F. G. Heath, Author of " The 

Fern World," &c.; with a Special Chapter on the Ferns round 
London ; Lists of Fern Stations, and Descnptions of Ferns and Fern 
Habitats throughout the British Isles. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3^. 

White {Rhoda E,) From Infancy to Womanhood. A Book of 
Instruction for Young Mothers. Crown 8vo, cloth, los. 6d, 

Whittier (J, G,) The King's Missive^ and later Poems. i8mo, 
choice parchment cover, y, 6d, This book contains all the Poems 
written by Mr. Whittier since the publication of '* Hasel Blossoms. '* 

The Whittier Birthday Book. Extracts from the 

Author's writings, with Portrait and numeroos Illustrations. Uniform 
with the '* Emerson Birthday Book*" Square i6mo, veiy choice 
binding, 3x« dd^ 



32 Sampson Low, Manton, &* Co!s List of Publications. 

Wills J A Few Hints on Proving^ without Professional Assistance, 
By a Probate Court Officiau 5th Edition, revised with Foims 
of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo. doth limp, ix. 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown 8yo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, yj. (kU ; plainer binding, 5j. 

Woolsey (C. Z>., LLD,) Introduction to the Study of Inter^ 

national Law; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy 8vo, i8x. 

Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions^ Sentences and 
Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, 
and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2J. dd. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 

" John Holdsworth, Chief Mate/' " A Sailor's Sweetheart," &c 6s, 
Third and Cheaper Edition. 

Wright {the late Rev. Henry) Sermons. Crown 8vo, with 
Biographical Preface, Portrait, &c. [In the press. 
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